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Bo, SCHR ES 


Following my last communique (1992) 
and the acquisition of a 1967 Westfalia, my 
wife became a rose tester for Jackson and 
Perkins. What does a rose tester do? Well, 
they plant roses, lots and lots of roses, 
everywhere roses, nothing but roses, until 
our little house was surrounded by 72 of the 
thomy things. That is until, that fateful day, 
when the roses came in conflict with my two 
VW campers stashed in the backyard. 


“Huh?” 

“The VW's! When are you going to 
get rid of them?” 

“Why?” 

“I need the space for more roses.” 

| grunted and used the remote 
control to do some channel surfing. End 
of conversation. Well, a woman denied is 
a woman about to take action. . or so | 
was about to learn. 

The following Wednesday was the 
first Wednesday of the month and time for 
my monthly pizza feed with the Cascade 
Kombi's. | left the house via the back door 
and found that my 1964, the one which ran 
the best and | had planned on taking, was 
blockaded by freshly planted 


roses. My mind numbed, | stumbled to my 
Toyota and drove up for pizza with no 
possible response to this situation. During 
the meeting, | suffered the embarrassment 
of confessing what had happened before 
fellow Kombi owners who had successfully 


CHECK 


brought their VWs to show. Hey, it's not 
like they wam you about this stuff in school 
you know. On my way back home, | began 
to formulate Plan A. It was simple and 
manly, just drive over the rose bed and 
make a triumphant statement. But, Plan A 
was abandoned that weekend when my 
wife appeared with trowel in hand and | 
was unarmed. Besides, | feared for the 
remaining paint on my campers. She 
forced me into a compromise situation. | 
agreed to wait on retrieving my campers 
until fall and she would get the area for 
more roses. 

Well, what if | wanted to move my 
VW's earlier? In fact, | still wanted my 
1964 free for the next Kombi meeting. But, 
plans change and | was not able to 
implement Plan B until four years later. 
This diabolical plan involved skewering 
chopped up hot dogs on the thorns of the 
roses that blocked the path of my chosen 
display. In theory, the hot dogs should 
entice our dog to visit these particular 
roses more often. However, | ended up 
with most of my knuckles covered in band 
aids and then had to spend many hours 
pulling thorns from the dog's chest, head, 
lips and underside (ouch!) over the next 
several weeks. Well, scratch that idea. 
Now it was time for Plan C. This was an 
almost blatant attack on the roses due to 
its simplicity, but we did have a broken 
waterline after all. So, | hired several local 
high school youth to track the underground 
water line that | was sure ran under the 
flower bed. Partial success was achieved 
this time, however, the water line excava- 
tion only damaged one rose. Plan D, this 
one involved a herbicide but was never 
implemented because my wife decided to 
buy a new house with half an acre of rose 
growing land. Then the real fun began. 

Continued on page 2... 
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“They are not rust buckets.. they are 
finish challenged.” 

A snort is heard from her. “l'Il give 
you a challenge. If you can drive both of 
those heaps over to the new house under 
their own power, without major repair, 
then you can have a third one.” 

| looked at her though slanted eyes. 
“And just what do you get if | fail?” 

“Well, you have to abandon any dead 
VW where it dies and | get an all expense 
paid trip up to Victoria.” She looked down 
right perky she was so happy. 

The weeks which followed were 
busy as we both waited for the rain to end. 
I spent my time reading various magazines 
and newspaper listings of vehicles for sale, 
and she with making lists of things to 
remember to buy in Victoria. At last a 
break in the weather came and the first 
attempt to move the campers to the new 
house. The 1964 fired right up, after the 
gas tank was filled (nice neighborhood). 
However, the transaxle was quickly buried 
in the mud. Three more days and | had 
lifted the 1964 up onto 1” plywood planks 
leading out of the mud and towards 
concrete. But, first | had to back up and 
found that the brakes were gone. Bad 
news, brakes were considered major 
repair. | did not tell my wife and ordered a 
master cylinder through GEX. “Sorry dear, 
the 1964 creamed the Simplicity test rose 
and then died. | think I'll work on it later.” 

“Oh well, | kind of liked that rose. 
But, we are moving.” 

| now wondered if Plan A, from 
1992, was not such a bad idea. 

Tuming my attention to the 1967, | 
found that | had to replace the battery and 
battery cables (remember that nice neighbor- 
hood?). Following another gas refill and 
startup, | had to replace the rotted fuel line 
which had soaked the engine compartment 
in gas. Once aired out, the camper pulled 
right out on to the street, coughed real hard 


(BLOWING THE ENTIRE EXHAUST 
SYSTEM INTO THE STREET ALONG 
MITH A WELL COOKED RAT'S NEST) 


and roared off to the new house. | was 
excited, Dixie was a little green. 
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Next moming, Federal Express was 
right on schedule. | had my new master 
cylinder installed in the 1964 and the system 
bled within the hour (cool bleeding tool from 
Eastwood). Dixie came home just in time to 
observe me cleaning off the points and 
adjusting the carb. Both easy tasks. The 
engine fired right off and | roared onto the 
driveway. Eeeeck! Again, no brakes! | 
quickly grabbed for the emergency lever and 
came to a stop. | now bled the entire system 
three more times. Still no brake pressure. 
I'm sweating now, Dixie is smiling. 

“Ok, honey, the VW is ready. | want 
you to lead the way to the new house though 
because the tum signals aren't working right.” 

“Hmmm ?”, she purred softly with 
that dreamy look to her eyes. “I suppose | 
can. It is safe isn’t it? You're not going to 
hit me or anything are you?” 

Summoning the best Croc’ Dundee | 
can muster, | look up as innocently as | 
can. “No worries.” With a smile, of course. 

Luckily there were no red lights and 
with eleven California stops | was able to 
negotiate the 3.5 mile drive to the new 
house. | also did not rear end my wife, 
who was driving my Toyota. | was ecstatic 
as the 1964 pulled in along side his 
younger brother (yes, they are both male, 
| checked). Dixie disappeared into the 
house. 

As | was cleaning my hands at the 
sink, | could well imagine the neighbors 
discussing how this latest event was going 
to lower property values. Dixie came up 
from behind and put her arms around me. 
“Chris, | am so happy for you. 


1 KNOW HOW MUCH YOUR VN'S 
MERN TO YOU. 


Tell you what, why not go out and 
buy yourself an old Alfa convertible or 
something?” She softly whispered this in 
my ear. Who am | to argue? Alfa's are 
cool cars. 

Yeah, once | regained my wits, | 
noticed how fast the ‘third VW became an 
Alfa. A little later she casually asked if | would 
like to go up to Victoria for our anniversary. | 
was smiling now because, after nineteen 
years of marriage, | finally understood her 
thoughts, “Yes Chris, you won the bet but you 
had better not get another camper and | had 
better get that shopping trip to Victoria | want.” 
Of course, she would never admit this. 

Well, she will get her shopping trip 
and | am definitely in the market for 
either a soft top Kombi or a 1955 
Cabriolet. Anyone out there have an 
interesting lead? It can’t be too expen- 
sive though, | have a shopping trip 
coming up in September. 


From Frank Vidmar, June, 1996: 
Dear NEATO: 

| have been driving Type 2s since | 
was 19 years old, the latest being an 
unrestored '67 Westy. | am now 26 and 
recently married. My family used to say 
that a man driving an old bus around 
Ohio would never find a nice woman to 
marry. Needless to say my parents are 
very proud of my vehicles since my wife 
loves them, too. In the wedding caravan 
we had my '67, a '67 Type 1, and a '91 
Wolfsburg Edition Vanagon that drove 
the bridesmaids. Enclosed is a picture of 
my Type 2 with my wife and two neighbor 
girls. The photo was taken during the 
decoration of the Transporter, which 
included painted flowers, sun, Slovinian 
flag, and peace symbol. In closing, 
thanks for the outstanding newsletters. 


From Don Covey & Marian Addison, 


June 26, 1996: 
Dear NEATO, 

Don and | and our '67 Westfalia 
have just returned from a great holiday in 
Virginia (the Manassas show), Tennes- 
see and North Carolina. While in North 
Carolina, we were able to attend the 
"Buses on the Blue Ridge" weekend at 
Mount Pisgah. Also joining us there were 
Craig and Dean Allen and their '62 
hardtop Deluxe. We are all members of 
the first NEATO chapter in Ontario, 
Southern Ontario Splits. We would all like 
to say what a good time we had (even 
though the temperature dipped, no one's 
spirits did), and to say a special thanks to 
Neil and Mitch for a job WELL DONE! 
We had a blast, and it sure seemed all 
the others did too. The details of the 
successful weekend, we are sure, will be 
provided by Neil and his chapter. Also a 
special thanks to Ermal and Steve of 
Mountain VW's in Sevierville, Tennes- 


see, for their friendliness and helpfulness. 
It was very much appreciated. 


From Dave Lewis, June 20, 1996: 

“Bus Sightings in Burma" 

| returned two weeks ago from 
Burma (Myanmar as it is officially called). 
In Rangoon while wandering ther streets | 
saw no less than 8 splits. Over half had 
safari windows (the ones which open in 
the front) and | didn't realize how valuable 
they were until returning. In some parts of 
the developing world these vehicles 
continue to do the hard work they were 
made for. | wonder what the import duty is 
on a Burmese bus? Now back home | get 
to drive my own around the block. 

(LEWISD@woods.uml.edu) 


From Bob LaPorte, June 20, 
1996 
Hi Tom, 

| just finished reading 
the OBR article "Registry by 
the Numbers". The article and 
accompanying information 
are quite interesting. | 
wondered to myself, why | 
had not completed a Registry 
form for my vehicles, so | dug 
up the form. 

Upon glancing over the 
registration form, | again 
came to the point that 
prevented me from complet- 
ing the form. That is, the 
"vehicle description in present 
condition” and how it would 
apply to my primary splitty, a 
‘67 Double Cab. Under 
"General condition:" | would 
choose; <Technical/mechanical changes> 
and <Visual/cosmetic changes>. When | 
get to the Personal Classification, | have a 
problem with the class descriptions; | don't 
think my truck fits any of them. And then | 
sort of get the feeling that my modified bus 
is not exactly the type of vehicle that is 
being sought out for the Registry. This 
probably is not true, but it is the message | 
get. 

Now, | hope | am not offending 
anyone by bringing this up. | too have 
been often misunderstood. . . 

Now | will try to briefly describe my 
truck, and maybe you can tell me where it 
fits in the classification list; 1967 Double 
Cab, a gift to me from a very good friend 
who bought it from the deceased original 
owner's daughter. | am the second owner. 
The truck was in very rough shape, 
although the original motor ran good after 
a thorough tune up. Rust extended at least 
six inches up from the bottom all the way 


around, dents everywhere else, and 
about six coats of brushed-on house 
paint. The driver's side dog leg was made 
entirely of angle iron. Over several years, 
by the time it had it's first new paint job, | 
had replaced the entire floor, front and 
back, except for an 18" square area 
around the shifter. | made new floor 
supports, frame cross members, inner 
and outer rockers, rear comers and 
battery trays and lower front nose panel. 
Extensive repairs were made to all the 
gates and the bed floor and side door. 
The front doors were replaced. 

Since the truck was beyond a true 
restoration, | saved it from the "spare parts 
listing" by rebuilding it "my way"; ball joint 
front beam with hand fabricated dropped 
spindles, and a home brewed IRS 
conversion using all VW parts and a little 
of my own machining knowledge. | learned 
from years of Bus driving that a reasonably 
lowered bus does not tend to blow off the 
road so easily. 

| drive this truck about 3000 miles 
per summer, have been awarded so many 
first place trophies that | don't know where 
to put them, and had a feature article in 
VW Trends in August of 1993. Now, | 
would say my truck fits in the #1 class, 
except it says "immaculate ORIGINAL 
condition." 

Again, | am not complaining, just 
trying to express why | stopped short of 
listing any of my busses. Maybe I'm the 
only one who thinks this way, but what if 
I'm not? Thanks for your time, and | will at 
least skip over the DOKA for now, and try 
to list my other busses. Sorry to be so 
critical, | know transferring all that informa- 
tion to a data base had to take many hours 
of work. You did a great job!! Thanks 
again. 

(BusNutBob@aol.com) 

Editor's reply: There have been a few 
other members who've expressed misgiv- 
ings about the Old Bus Registry classifica- 
tion system, and on other things to do with 
the form. NEATO actually copied the form 
from our sister club, Bulli-Kartei in 
Germany, with the hope that eventually 
there could be one world-wide list, with 
consistent information from participating 
clubs. (The Bulli-Kartei registry was 
begun years ago, and lists well over a 
thousand Buses.) That's the history of the 
Registry form. We didn't foresee that you 
and others might that feel your Type 2s 
wouldn't quite fit in with the classifcations 
offered. We want your DOKA to be listed! 
Refinements of the Registry form will be 
forthcoming! 
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Welcome 
New Members! 


Peter Blake Cook, Greenville, Alabama, 
(62 Samba) 
Frank Fichera, Burbank, California 
Bruce Fleming, Mountain View, California, 
(‘65 Panel) 
Michael Wheeler, Oakland, California 
Lance Whitesel, Placentia, California, 
(‘66 Bus, yellow) 
Charles A. Watson, Jr., Santa Barbara, Ca., 
(‘67 Double Cab) 
Jethro Forbes & Sandra Miller, Sacramento, Ca., 
(‘63 Deluxe sunroof, '65 Westfalia) 
Allen & Christine Roehl, San Dimas, Ca., 
(‘66 Double Cab) 
Craig Clougher, Shingle Springs, California 
Brian Materne, Vallejo, California, 
(‘64 Panel “Krusty”, ‘66 Dormobile) 
Donald “Dee” Tidwell, Denver, Colorado, 
(67 Microbus) 
David Hildreth, Dillon, Colorado 
Ed Witkin, Bridgewater, Connecticut, 
(‘68 Bus-electric) 
Dr. H.E. Blair, Palatka, Florida, 
(Looking) 
Kimberly Cottrell, St. Petersburg, Florida, 
(‘63 Double-door Panel) 
*Douglas Davis, Cartersville, Georgia, 
(Owner of Splits & Bubbles) 
Jeff Barber, Kankakee, Illinois 
Jason Bland, Rockford, Illinois, ('66 Kombi) 
Randy Carroll, West Dundee, Illinois 
Todd & Stephanie Bankhead, Davenport, lowa, 
(‘65 Sundial) 
Scott Disher, Ottumwa, Iowa, 
(‘67 Kombi, ‘93 EuroVan) 
Jeremy Young, Owensboro, Kentucky, 
(‘67 Deluxe) 
Jack Dunnigan, Bozeman, Montana, 
(‘62 Westy, ‘71 Westy) 
Michael P. & Jean C. Soehnlein, Raleigh, NC, 
(‘90 Westfalia) 
Mike Worsley, Wilmington, North Carolina, 
(‘67 Westfalia) 
Thomas F. Anger, Eastlake, Ohio, 
(‘61 DD Panel, ‘66 Deluxe) 
Bob Gosling, Ephrata, Pennsylvania, 
(‘62 Single Cab, & parts & parts) 
Charles A. Bush, Beaufort, South Carolina, 
(57 Bus) 
Meredith Murray, Greenville, South Carolina, 
(‘64 Single Cab) 
Andy Moseley, Arlington, Texas, 
(67 Dormobile Camper) 
Louis DiAngelo, Rutland, Vermont, 
(66 Deluxe) 
Brian Holcomb, Johnson Creek, Wisconsin, 
(‘60 Single Cab, *62 Kombi) 
Jason Plugowsky, Hamilton, Ontario, Canada, 


(‘63 Bus) 
Ulrich S=E4nger, Hannover, Germany 


* returning to NEATO after an absence 


At last, | finally got my hands ona 
split window bus. A 1965 Sundial 
Camper to be exact. | have owned a 
few VW's and have had my current 68 
bus for 4 years now. | have always 
wanted a split. When | had the money | 
could not find one, when | found one | 
had no money. But when all hope 
seems lost, you find a deal. Well, 
maybe the deal wasn’t so good but | 
think so. Who cares anyway, | wanted a 
split, | wanted a camper, and now | have 
both. | am happy. 

The bus is solid white. Inside the 
cab is velvet green, and the back is 
gray. (As | have come to find out, 
Sundial made their conversions using 
panel buses to help keep the cost down. 
They also did not install a poptop.) It 
has rocker rust, a little rust under the 
battery, and the bottom hinge on the 
drivers side has pulled from the door. 
All in all the bus is straight and in good 
shape. | had to replace the tires, the 
brake system, and give it a tune up. Not 
bad considering it had sat for a couple 
of years. 

| had owned the bus now for a 
couple of weeks. My girlfriend and | 
decided to go for a ride. We live in the 
country, so you can take your time when 
you go site seeing. We had gone about 
a mile. | had driven these roads millions 
of times. | knew all the sites, all the pot 
holes, and every bump in the road. As 
we drove, careless me, | slip into VW 
land. You know, that place where being 
behind the wheel of a bus takes you. 
That place where the bus drives itself 
and you get to think how nice life would 
be, if you had a cherry Barndoor parked 
in front of your house with the key in 
your pocket. Yeah, that's the place. 

As | was contemplating the 
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meaning of life (touring the world in 
the Barndoor} | heard a voice calling 
from beyond. Along with this voice | 
see a being. The voice and being 
become more clear as VW land slips 
away. | hear it now, Dear. It's my 
girlfriend. How odd, she has never 
called me dear before. So what, 
everything feels right. After all we’re in 
the bus. So | reply, yes honey. NO!! 
not Dear. DEER!!! Oh, DEER?!! Holy 
cripes man! As | abruptly look ahead, 
not 30 feet away is a 10 point buck. 


WHERE WAS THIS GUY 
DURING DEER SEASON? 


l hit the brakes, my buses life passes 
before me. It amazes me how many 
thoughts can go through your mind in 
an instant. Ten point buck. How did | 
have time to count ten points. My bus 
will be smashed. Veer left or right. 
Honk the horn. Try ditch hopping with 
the bus. Deer don’t usually cross 
here. 

In a second | honk the horn and 
veer left. Betting on the odds that the 
deer will go right, which is the way he 
is going. | go left, the deer hesitates 
then goes right, and no oncoming 
traffic. Success, time to go home. 
Total ride that day, 2 miles. 

The bus is parked safely in the 
driveway. | am checking her over. 
Making sure there isn’t deer dong all 
down the right side. Luckily enough 
there wasn’t any in the seats either. As 
| finish the inspection my girlfriend 
asks, everything OK? Yes, | reply. 
Just don’t ever call me dear. 


Even Zeus the dog gets excited 
when Dan, one of “the Wisconsin 
brothers”, says “St. Louis?!” It's a pretty 
sure bet that Zeus has made all ten of 
the Memorial and Labor Day camp outs 
at Buses By The Arch. He likes to get 
out in the field around all the pretty red, 
yellow, orange, blue, white, striped and 
zebra...not butterflies!... but, bubble 
windows, splits, single and double cabs, 
walk-throughs, westies, vanagons, 
euros, dormobiles, sportsmobiles, and 
panels. It's paradise! All those nice 
shiny hubcaps and wheels that dogs 
just dream about. All the bikes and kids 
and wagons and snacks and petting! 
(Dogs being petted that is) The aromas 
of the campfires and hot dogs and 
bacon and eggs and rain just goes on 
and on and on for three or four days 
(not always the rain). 

Zeus’ ears perk up at the sounds 
of laughing kids and joking men and 
happy bongos and motor noises. 
Sometime someone yells “snake!” or 
“the jonny's full!” or sounds like that 
that's not so pleasant, but it’s soon 
forgotten because somebody named 
Alycia comes to take him for walks 
around and around the camps! And 
everyone in all the camps and most of 
their dogs are glad to see Zeus. 
Sometimes he rests in some of the 
colorful metal boxes, and some of them 
have lots of doors so “outside” is never 
a problem. 

This trip the Mississippi was in the 
old camping ground, so Zeus and eighty 
something buses parked in an acre 
field. Zeus got to play in the Mississippi 
a lot on Saturday when that long string 
of colorful boxes went for a ride! Fifty- 
three and a bright red convertible 
“taillight” journeyed from Cherokee 
Lakes camp west of St. Louis through 


Buses by 
the Arch... 
and Zeus 


flood plains, over two ferries and along 
the river back home to the field. 


THUS TIME WAS THE MOST FUN 
BECAUSE AINE INCHES OF MISSISSIPPI 
COVERED THE FERAY ROAD! 


It was great to swim part of the way 
(one windshield even had a rubber 
ducky), but the metal boxes did not swim 
as fast, and they made lots of waves and 
roostertails. It Seemed funny to Zeus 
because all the drivers had their doors 
open looking at the water, but Zeus did 
not see any fish! 

The big paddle wheels on the 
Golden Eagle Ferry were old and strong. 
In one crossing it carried twenty-three 
splits and that convertible bug that a few 
men had to lift and move over a foot - not 
over a foot, but over a ways so that last 
bus could squeeze in. Bill Bowman who 
plans these weekends, kept jumping up 
and down saying something about CDs or 
records or something. Zeus got a good 
view from the ferry's top deck. All those 
black things hanging around everyone's’ 
necks kept clicking. (Zeus always hears 
lots of clicking in St. Louis!) 

Over the river, in Illinois, Zeus had 


to wait a while up on the hilly roads of 
Illinois. The ladies at the roadside stand 
always expect us on these “walkies” and 
serve treats: walnut cookies, blackberry 
pies, and cherry jelly. When Zeus 
moved again it was through rolling hills 
and cute baby cows and pigs and fields 
and farms. It seemed idyllic. That movie 
star “Babe” was most likely from here. 

There was another ferry ride and 
another long line wait of these crayon 
colored boxes, and lots of people in 
normal cars stopped to talk. Lunch was 
just like the whole weekend - a big picnic 
- at Pere Marquette Park and we could 
play Frisbee and watch the boats and 
barges. Then Zeus was pretty sure Bill 
actually said “head ‘em up and move ‘em| 
out” and this walkie caravaned down to 
Alton along the Great River Road for 20 
miles. As far as Zeus could see was a 
popbead chain of colorful buses with 
bluffs on the left and people waving from 
boats on the right. 

It was a long journey, longer and 
larger than usual, but back at the field 
Zeus heard “I'll never forget this trip!” - 
“I'm glad | didn’t turn back” - “Those rust 
holes in my floor really cooled my toes” - 
“My underside needed a washing’ - 
“Those lowriders looked like boats” - “I 
don’t think your exhaust was covered!” - 
and “Man it’s hot!” Then, “Zeus! Zeus! 
Get in here! The lightning’s shooting 
straight down around us!” Everyone 
scrambled for the safety of those metal 
boxes, for a few beers worth of storm. A 
spectacular light show of two burning 
transformers and the wires in between 
drew cheers from the campers! 

After the storm all was well. A few 
bailed out and others bailed out their 
stuff, but Zeus was back outside and two 
inches of grassy slushy water was under 
his paws, and he saw lots of kids with 
Mississippi mud between their toes! 
“Fight! Fight!”, Zeus heard, but it was just 
a mudwrestle in the dark from the boys 
corner of the field, where also occasional 
tuna bomber attacks have been heard! 

Campfires and voting on buses at 
night; awards shaped like the St. Louis 
arch and lots of giveaways in the 
morning (all people stuff; except a 
Frisbee). Then it was time to roll out of 
there. Dan is always one of the last to 
ever leave, so Zeus got to see it all: 
people hard at work packing up their 
swaps and tents and...oops! someone 
forgot a pie (lick!) A little bit of pushing 
got most of those cute buses out of the 
field. Some of those motors can really 
run and rev and rev! thought Zeus..and 
he was REAL happy when he heard and 
kept hearing from everyone “We'll be 
back in the fall...back in the fall...back in 
the fall!” gs 
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Coming Events 


Regular Chapter Meetings 


Albuquerque, NM: Route 66 Splits 
invites you to join us at Mannies 
Restaurant (Central & Girard, right on 
Route 66), the last Wednesday of each 
month, 7 PM. Info: (505) 281-3269. 


Vallejo, CA: The Split Bus Club meets 
the second Wednesday of the month at 
7:30 PM. Call for location: (510) 724-0470. 


Redlands, CA: third Wednesday of the 
month: Vintage Transporter Owners meets 
at Giovanni's Pizza, Redlands. 6:30 PM. 
Info: Johnny Salazar, (909) 389-9477. 


San Gabriel, CA: 1st Sunday of the 
month: Box on Wheels meets: Chano's 
Mexican Food, San Gabriel, California, 
on Las Tunas Drive. Info: Daniel, (800) 
809-4560 (voice mail). 


Portland, OR: Flat Four Transporters 
meets first Wednesday of the month at 
Flying Pie Pizza, 7804 SE Stark, 
Portland. 7:30 PM. Contact Burt Reif, 
(503) 235-9219. 


Dallas, TX: Lone Star Transporter Assn. 
meets second Sunday of each month, 
3:30 PM, at Memories, 2102 Morriss 
Road, Flower Mound (near Lewisville, 
Tex.). Info: (800) 685-0619. 


Seattle, WA: first Wednesday of the 
month: Cascade Kombis meets at 
Northgate Station Roundtable Pizza, 
9895 1st Ave., NE, Seattle. 7 PM. Info: 
(206) 783-1779. 


Memphis, TN: Tennessee Transporters 
usually meet on the first Tuesday of 
each month at various locations. Info: 
Billy Montiel, (901) 377-8235. 


Tempe, AZ: SWATO meets last 
Sunday of each month: Denny's 
Restaurant, Priest and Broadway, 
Tempe, Az. 7 PM. Info: (602) 917-5714. 


August 
17 (Oregon): "Cape Lookout Campout," 
Info: (503) 235-9219. 


17 (North Carolina): Piedmont Area 
Society of Transporters & VW's is 
having a day or overnite trip to Hanging 
Rock, N.C., with caravan to Hanging 
Rock at 10:00 AM from Reidsville. Info, 
Darrel at (910) 349-8562 or Dan at 
(910)-282-8564 or e-mail: 
vwmech65@vnet.net 


17 (Hawaii): "VW Potluck & Cruise," 
begins at 6;30 PM at Sushi Express, 
Honolulu. Spons. by Transporters 
Hawaii 2. Info: Shayne (at Sushi 
Express): (808) 848-7423. 


17-18 (Pennsylvania): "VW Expo & 
Swap Meet," Tri-State Canoe & 
Campground, Matamoras, Penn. Sat: 
Cruise; Sun: Show & Swap. Admission 
fees. Info: (914) 856-2194 


18 (Ontario, Canada): "Great Canadian 
Bug Show, 6." Centennial College, 
Ashtonbee Campus, Scarborough. All 
VWs & Porsches welcome. Show, 
Swap, Awards. Admission, $5, under 15 
free. 8 AM-4 PM. Info: (416) 701-1422 


30-Sept. 1 (Missouri): "Buses by the 
Arch, #11." A | NEATO/LiMBO 
sponsored VW camping weekend. 
Cherokee Lakes Campground, 
O'Fallon, MO (St. Louis suburb). 
Caravan, Picnic, games, parts 
swapping. Parts Is Parts repro Westfalia 
roofrack to be awarded. Don't miss it! 
Always a wild Type 2 time! For more 
info, send. S.A.S.E. to: Buses by the 
Arch, #11; 1514 Wild Goose Run; St. 
Charles, MO 63303. 


September 
7-8 (Georgia): "Fall Campout," Peach 
State Transporters will be holding the 
annual event at Duckett Mill Campground 
on Lake Lanier. For info call Allen (770) 
943-3491 or Dave (770) 514-9159. 


7 (New York): "Bus N' der Woods," 
Woodstock, NY. A casual potluck 
gathering of camping and tree falling VW 
fanatics. Info: (216) 332-1865. 


8 (New York): "Volkswagen Reunion at 
Woodstock," 3rd annual car show and 
swap meet, Woodstock, N.Y. Arts Board 
Field, 9 AM-4 PM. VWs of all years 
welcome. Spons. by Hudson & Mohawk 
Society of VW Owners and Woodstock 
Arts Board. Info: (518) 465-0477, or 
(914) 528-5376. 


13 (California to Arizona): "Caravan 
to Jerome," Spons. by Box on Wheels. 
Info: (800) 809-4560. (818) 285-0044. 


13-15 (North Carolina): "Hangin' Dog 
VW Enthusiast Camp Out," Hanging 
Dog National Campground, Murphy, 
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N.C. Spons. by Cool Breeze VW Club, 
Appalachian Split Screens, and 
Appalachian Volkswagen Assn. Info: 
Alan Hawkins, (704) 837-0304 or 
George Rymer, (423) 476-6964. 


14-15 (Arizona): "Jerome Jamboree, 
#6." Jerome, Az. Camping, raffle (grand 
prize a '59 Double-door Panel Van), 
caravan, show and swap. Chilli Cook- 
off. Arizona Bus Club spons. Pat, (602) 
263-0684; Jerry, (602) 867-7672; 
Evelyn, (602) 992-1439. 


14 (California): "Railway to Wolfsburg: 
Summer Show & Swap." Orange 
Empire Railway Museum. VVWCA 
sponsored. Stock or restored VW's only. 
Free event. Info: (909) 784-7625 


20-22 (Germany): "1st International 
V.W.-Veteran Show & Swapmeet," for 
VWs up to 1957, Hessisch Oldendorf 
(near Hamelm). Info: Simon Mitchell; 
1848 er Str. 29; 31840 Hessisch 
Oldendorf, Germany. Ph/Fax: (5152) 
954592. or Bjorn Schewe; Vor den 
Toren 64; 31553 Auhagen, Germany. 
Ph: (5725) 7199 or Fax: (5725) 6900. 


29 (Massachusetts): “TransporterFest," 
location to be announced. Info: (508) 568- 
8450. 


October 

11-13 (Missouri): "3rd Annual VW 
Fest," Mineola, Missouri. We will take a 
17-mile scenic caravan to the historic 
German town of Herman, Mo. There we 
will partake in the annual Octoberfest 
celebration. Campsites, $10 w/full 
hookups, event and swap NO FEE! Info, 
send SASEto: VW Fest; 409 E. 
Booneslick Road; Jonesburg, MO 
63351. Rick, (314) 488-5256. 


November 
9 (Florida): "Bulli Brigade, #3." Third annual 
splitwindow Type 2 Show-n-Shine. Spons. 
by Das Kool Bullis. Info: Mike Brown, (813) 
733-4318. 


10 (Florida): “Bug Jam," Land O'Lakes, 
Fla. VW show and swap. Info: (813) 996- 
6306. 


Please note: This is not a complete listing of 
VW events. The emphasis is on NEATO or other 
bus club-sponsored events. Please contact 
sponsors for further information and to confirm 
dates/locations (changes can happen!). 


Event organizers: Send notice of your plans early 
so Bus People worldwide can make their plans! 


Chapter 13 - Where Do 
You Go When You're 
Towed Away? 


The answer to the musical 
question is to my place if you're a '67 
VW bus, even if you're a thousand 
miles away. Ever start a journey and 
wonder why? At 10:00 a.m. on April 
11th my wife Nancy and | left this 
city of flying corn in northern Illinois 
to retrieve a'67 Westfalia walk-thru 
from NEATO member Richard 
Palmer in Raleigh, North Carolina. 
My '84 Vanagon with a broken 
odometer would serve equine duty 
as work horse. This was a sight- 
unseen, E-mail deal that sounded 
like it would keep another split- 
window on this side of the River 
Styx. Starting a trip that would be 
2,200 miles, | had to wonder why | 
was doing this. 

By 7:15 the sun was setting 
and neon lights stood out in the 
Nashville skyline telling me to press 
on. High atop a building, the red- 
dish-orange call letters of a local TV 
or radio station had the "W" burned 
out, leaving only the glare of KDF left 
to shine against the evening sky. 
Ten hours into the trip, echos of the 
karma from another time, when 
Volkswagen was KdF-Wagen, 
reminded me why | was rolling along 
and after a side-trip to Chattanooga, 
we arrived in Raleigh on Friday, April 
12th. 

The Saturday morning sun- 
shine highlighted a familiar box-on- 
wheels shape on the front lawn of 
the Victorian house where Richard 
lives. Being old, graying now, and 
too darn responsible for my own 
good, a big old house within walking 
distance of a university brings back 
fond memories of a simpler time— 
when water was for washing VWs 
not cooling them. After a quick tour 
of Richard's room, exchange of 
pictures of our Type 2 treasures and 
time for the obligatory paperwork, | 
followed him to the nearby lot for my 


first look at the latest addition to my 
collection. 


The price was right and saving 
two buses at the same time. 
Richard's income is paying for im- 
provements to his other '67. | geta 
Westfalia walk-thru to restore. If 
you've followed my column at all, you 
know that though | tend to be "anal" 
about such things, seeing potential 
and turning it to kinetic is part of the 
therapeutic value | find in old buses. | 
am well supplied with therapy. 

Richard and | spent an hour or 
so hooking up the tow bar, installing 
the "trailer" taillights | brought with me 
and making the tandem roadworthy. 
Bolting to the frame where the front 
bumpers do had not been a problem 
before, but a previous owner had 
managed to dislodge the nuts nor- 
mally welded to the frame and the 
bolts would not tighten on the driver's 
side. Getting a wrench on them 
proved impossible, but we got them 
tight enough to hold and wrapped the 
safety chains around the front beams 
for an extra level of security. 

Storage space for the bus had 
been provided by a friend of Richard's 
who is obviously serious about VWs 
and old buses in particular. Before 
departure we walked through the lot 
and the shop to see splits and bays in 
various states of repair. If Nancy had 
her way, we would have towed a '66 
bug behind the '67 Westfalia. My 


Vanagon is good, but not that good 
and | knew the drive home would be 
long--I just didn't know how long--and 
we said our goodbyes and crept out 
of the lot in search of the straightest 
route home. 

Once out of the Raleigh area, a 
systems check was in order. In more 
mundane terms, that meant check 
the tow bar, get something to eat, 
and hit the can. 


DNE LOOK AT THE TOWING 
CONNECTIONS EVOKED ONE OF 
NIKON'S DELETED EXPLETIVES. 


The bumper brackets on the '67 
had twisted to the point that the left 
bracket was ready to break. | looked 
at the odometer on the '67. | was 38 
miles into a thousand and ready to 
cut bait and run. A burger-and-cold- 
drink later and | felt more like rising to 
the challenge. Nancy sat with the '67 
in a gas station lot while | drove 
around Hillsborough and tracked 
down a small garden center which 
also carried equipment rentals. Two 
trailers and a tow dolly were on the 
lot. KdF-god was on my side, but I 
couldn't help wondering if the brand 
name on the dolly actually read U- 
Fool. 

One problem solved. One 
problem created. How does one get 
a bus on a dolly? It's a balancing act. 
For the ramps of the dolly to be on 
the ground, the front of the dolly has 
to be in the air. If the front is in the 
air, it can't be attached to anything. 

A little Cro-Magnon physics, well- 
placed spare tires to chock the 
wheels, one tow chain and a floor 


Continued on page 18... 
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Crash Course in Physics Or, 
Welcome to the Crumple Zone 


By Flash 


Now, as | was saying about the 
missing crumple zone. . . it's not as bad 
as it seems. My father-alias The Bus 
Breaker-once survived a head-on with an 
airborne pick up truck in San Francisco, 
Calif. No kidding. He didn't even lose 
consciousness, just his glasses (they flew 
out through the missing windshield). 

What happened was that the pick- 
up truck was coming from a side street, 
90-degrees to the direction of travel of 
my father's VW bus. It crossed in front of 
my father's VW bus & was struck 
broadside by an oncoming vehicle. The 
pick-up went airborne. It gyrated. It struck 
my father's bus. It's vertical component 
exceeded its horizontal component at 
moment of impact-which is to say, it was 
more falling than flying-& the corner of 
the roof struck the left headlight of my 
father's bus, driving it into my father's left 
shin. My father, being an observant man, 
took careful notes. It was a clean break, 
not like a jagged ski-fracture. The impact 
shattered the windshield. So, there we 
are: the kinetic energy of the flying pick- 
up has now been discharged into the left 
headlight of the VW bus & transmitted 
thereby into my father's left shin. In other 
words, the headlight socket is now 
pinning my father's leg into the car. The 
leg is going to STAY in the car, no matter 
what else happens, because the entire 
energy of a flying pick-up has been 
invested in it. Got that? 

Now, what about the energy 
invested in the VW bus? It too had 
accumulated forward momentum before 
the impact, since my father had been 
driving to the store & this energy has not 
yet been discharged. Where's it going to 
go? It can't go into the pick-up, because 
the pick-up will just boomerang it right 
back into my father’s shin, & the shin is 
busy already. It's going to try to go into 
the upper part of my father’s body, the 
part that is NOT pinned in by the headlight 
socket. In other words, my father's body 
is going to fly out through the missing 
windshield in a few milliseconds. Now, 
this would result in leaving the lower leg 
& foot alone in the bus, where they would 
probably bleed to death & mess up the 


My Childhood 


By Flash 
Chapter Two: The Pendulum But Not The Pit 


Having passed the German TUV with flying colors, my beautiful Bulli-my Childhood, as 
| call it-would soon have to face a much more grueling ordeal. My father. Alias, the Bus 
Breaker. Now that we are all grown up, we can laugh about how dysfunctional our family was. 
We call ourselves the Addams Family. Father is Lurch. Mom is Gomez. My sister is Thursday. 
Brother is Pugsley. The English bulldog was called Beast. And me-I'm Uncle Fester. 

My father’s first Bulli was a '64 Westy, pearly white. | loved that car. It had a head-on 
with an airborne pick-up truck; incredibly, my father survived with only a broken leg. Since 
then, he has broken | don't know how many more buses. He's an out-doorsy type; he drives 
them up creek beds. Sometimes they make it, sometimes they don't. Last | heard, he was 
thrashing a Syncro around Alaska. Remember the Christopher Lloyd character in Back to 
the Future? "ROADS!? Where we're going we don't need roads!" Naturally, he was thrilled 
that | had bought a '63 Bulli in time-warp condition from a fire brigade in Germany. He was 
determined to come visit me. "Hey, let's do the Alps!" he enthused, "I love Switzerland!" 
Cringe. It's hard enough telling your father he wrecked your first childhood. I'd rather have 
loose cannon on deck than give him a shot at my second one. 

Although my Bulli had just passed the rigorous German vehicle inspection, that did not 
mean it was ready to take on the Alps, much less my father, without further ado. Passing 
inspection merely meant that it still met the manufacturer's original specifications, no more. 
Marco the Mechanic & | took stock: what we had was a late '63 Kombi (actually '64 specs with 
full-width back window), meticulously maintained by a fire brigade for 30 years, with less than 
10,000 kms on the tach, in pristine condition. In other words: joke heater, joke windshield 
wipers (6 volt, dead slow), joke oil filter, no fuel filter, dim head lights, even dimmer tail lights, 
no seat belts, no crumple zone, leaky windows, nylon tires which get flat spots when parked & 
go clump-clump-clump the first few miles, tiny round mirrors leaving a blind spot big enough 
for the Nimitz to reverse course in, & simply gobs of charisma. This is my Childhood: it's not 
perfect, but | want to remember it as if it were & | want to keep it that way, unchanged, forever. 
Halt the pendulum of Time. Marco the Mechanic talks some sense into me. After all, we nearly 
got rammed one night because of the dim lights. Obviously, we are going to have to make at 
least a few sensible modifications in order to drive in the real world. We start by doing what 
any two clever kids do with a new toy: we take it apart to see what makes it work. 

The first order of business is converting it to 12 volts. While we're at it, we add a fuel filter. 
"What about a proper oil filter?" | ask, "Wouldn't that help my Childhood last another 30 years?" 
"Sure," Marco says, "See that thing?"—he points to the oil pump coverplate under the crankshaft 
pulley—"Take that off." | haven't a clue what I'm letting myself in for, | just do the grunt work. 
During the course of connecting a proper oil filter to the oil pump, | recall my father’s voice saying 
something unkind about the third cylinder head. "Marco?" | ask, “What about the third cylinder 
head?" "It gets hot," he says. "How come?" "Cuz the oil cooler sits on top of it," he says. "How 
come?" | persist. "They moved it later," he assures me. "Why don't we move it now?" | persist. 
"Sure," he says gently. "See that thing?"—he points—"Take it off." | haven't a clue what I've let 
myself in for. . . Later, | suggest we mount an oil temp gauge, too, to help conserve the precious 
bodily fluids. By this time | have skinned every knuckle twice anyway, so | figure | have nothing 
to loose. Wiring up the sending unit is easy because the fire brigade had had the usual light-&- 
sound show & the extra wires are still there (though the paraphemalia is not). The problem is, 
where to mount the gauge on the dashboard. Marco forbids me to drill holes. Making the engine 
last longer is a Good Thing, & we can always take the new stuff off later, but drilling holes in the 
dashboard is an irreversible process & a violation of aesthetic canons. In view of this, | decide to 
take out the gas gauge & put the temp gauge in its place. After all, old Type Ones didn't have gas 
gauges either. The pendulum is swinging back. 

On our test run up the Autobahn, Marco makes an astounding medical discovery: the 
oil temp gauge also functions as a blood pressure gauge. The higher the temperature rises, 
the weirder I get. Cruising at 88 kph, the needle rises to 115 Celsius & stays there. "Is that 
OK?" | ask Marco every 3 km. He is cool as a cucumber. The engine is cool as a cucumber. 
But | keep seeing the specter of an Alpine creek bed echoing with my father's voice 
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The High Point of My Childhood 


saying something unkind about that third cylinder head. 

Finally, | fix up the cargo bay. | slide in a pallet running full length at the same height 
as the engine compartment. The spare parts, tent, sleeping bags, cooker, food & utensils 
fit under the pallet, the beer fits on top. Westy it ain't, but at least we won't get busted for 
vagrancy. My Childhood is ready to confront my father, the Bus Breaker. | add a notice to 
the pilot's cabin, just so he'll feel at home: "Welcome to the crumple zone." Maybe, just 
once, the pendulum will take a coffee break before it swings all the way back. 

| pick up my father at Frankfurt airport & we head south for two weeks in the Alps. Atsome 
point in our journey, he notices that my Bulli has exactly the same carburetor defect his first Bulli 
had 30 years ago: at a certain engine temperature, between cold & operating temperature, the 
automatic choke thinks the engine is warm enough to start without the automatic choke, but it 
isn't really, so the engine starts hard. VW corrected the problem on later models. My Bulli was 
built in Sept. '63 & he bought his in the USA in Jan. ‘64, which means that his was built in the 
autumn of’63 & shipped over in winter for sale as a new '64 model; our two Bullis were built in the 
same production run. Yes, the pendulum is definitely swinging back. 

We head for the Dolomites. Its peaks reach nearly 11,000 feet (so far). If you survived 
the ordeal of High School, you were probably mistaught that Italy is a country in southern 
Europe. Nothing could be further from the truth. Italy is nothing to do with Europe. Italy is a 
runaway train which is crashing into Europe at a speed of approximately 2 cpc (centimeters 
per century). That's fast, for a country (probably explains why Ferarris are made there). The 
crumple zone is called the Alps. They have all the hallmarks of new mountains, like the 
Sierra Nevada, not old mountains such as the Rockies & Denali. Old mountains are massive, 
they have been rounded by time & covered by soil, & they are getting smaller, eroded by 
wind & water; new mountains jut up, jagged spindles of naked stone, & they are getting 
bigger, insisted up by murmurings from below. My father is ecstatic. 

My Bulli is running great. With the oil refrigerator & the cold Alpine air, there is no 
sign of overheating, even when lugging up passes with 18% grades. Most of the passes 
are closed in winter, & even in spring & autumn they are often blocked by boulders or mud 
slides. With the low one-ton gear ratios, we are overtaken by everything except a Hungarian 
cattle truck. Coming down the passes we sometimes approach the imaginary top speed 


of 105 kph, but with blustery 
winds roaring out of the 
crevices, steering is perilous. 
The scenery is simply 
breathtaking. Somewhere out 
there was the highpoint of my 
Childhood, | know it. | just don't 
remember exactly which day it 
was... 
Two weeks later, | deliver 
my father to the airport in time to 
meet his retum flight. We have had 
a great holiday in the Alps. My 
Childhood is intact. My blood 
pressure is retuming to normal. My 
secret? | remembered that he had 
been stationed in Berlin after the 
war & that he had once mentioned 
the name of his favorite local beer. 
So | had loaded the entire cargo 
bay, from the waist up, with his 
favorite brew. The pendulum had 
swung back for him, too. We 
stayed in the campgrounds & 
drank beer instead of driving up 
creek beds. Hey, | just go with the 


floor mat. Not a Good Thing. 

My father, being an engineer, was 
well-acquainted with the laws of physics 
& knew that in order to stay in the bus to 
keep the rest of his leg company, he 
would have to transfer the momentum 
from the bus to something else. Soon. 
Kinetic energy is a function of mass & 
velocity-a lot of mass at low velocity 
equals a little mass at high velocity. A 
VW bus has a lot of mass, compared to 
my father, & it had been velocitating at 
about 25 mph. If that amount of energy 
were to be transferred to my father's 
much smaller body mass, it would 
catapult him out of the car through the 
missing windshield. There was only one 
thing to do. 

My father transferred the entire 
kinetic energy of the bus, + its driver, + 
the cargo, into his glasses. Now, the total 
mass of a VW bus + driver + cargo is 
very large compared to that of a pair of 
glasses, & you recall that for x-amount 
of energy, a little mass buys you a lot of 
velocity. Well, in order to get his glasses 
back, my father had to take out an ad in 
the lost-&-found section of the local 
newspaper in Lancaster County, 
Nebraska. 
© Copyright by Flash, 1996 
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The Grendel Saga 


Saturday (Sep. 30). Help Needed 


Having decided to stay here in the drizzly northwest until 
Grendel has four good wheels, | devoted most of the day to tracking 
down a new stub axle and reduction gearbox. And it didn't rain. 
The sun came out, the wind came up, the clouds blew off toward 
Canada and | was treated to wondrous vistas of Mt. Rainier and 
trees shrugging into their autumn dress, swirls of leaves chasing 
one another across the country roads as | meandered from junky 
to junky in search of the perfect stub axle. 

Found one, | hope. The boss wasn't there but for $50 cash 
money the hired man will give me the run of the yard tomorrow. 
We shall see. 


Sunday (Oct 01) 


It was two Sundays ago that | wheeled away from Shelton in 
my “good condition” bus, the one with brakes on one wheel, no brake 
lights, one tail light, one head light, a front spindle that canted inward 
at the top and rattled when shook and a left rear wheel that moved 
freely about as if mounted in soft rubber. No cabin heat. One windshiled 
wiper. Throttle patched with bailing wire and bungee cords, ignition 
hot-wired. Mismatched wheels and rims. “Good condition”. 

Today | motored Grendel gently to the junkyard where I'd 
arranged to remove a stub axle, parked where I'd been told. There 
was no one there except an insane dog, gnashing his jaws on the 
wire. | worried that the fellow wouldn't show, | needed that stub axle. 
The fellow finally arrived, a little nervous but wanting the fifty bucks. 
He went inside, corralled the dog and unlocked the gate, wanted the 
money right then. | didn't want to play it that way. He helped me 
hump my tools inside, closed the gate, demanded the money again. 
| coaxed him out to the pile of trannys, not wanting to pay up until | at 
least had the thing in sight. We spotted one that looked like a keeper, 
moved a few trannys so | could get at it. He kept looking at his 
watch, whining about being late. The place was remote, no houses 
near. | paid him his money, accepted the key, was told where to 
hide it. He took off and | went to work clearing the tranny away from 
the pile, blocking the outboard gearboxes up. Scrubbed off the crud 
Didn't look too bad. Pulled the drain plugs. No oil. Rotated the boxes 
with difficulty, got a gush of rusty water. Pulled the filler plug, peered 
inside with my mini Mag-light. Junkers. 

The pile of trannys was about head-high, maybe twenty feet long 
by half that wide. Part of the pile was obscured with rear body tin including 
a cheny early bus rear panel, the one with the hole for a starter crank. 
| unstacked them, created a new pile, sorted them unconsciously by 
type, finally got down to the main part of the stack of trannys. 

| found a good late model tranny about three layers down 
but getting to it was a chore, requiring me to move about a dozen 
transaxles before | could pull it to the edge of the stack. 


THE PILE OF TRANAYS WAS OW THE LIP OFA 
STEEP GULLY MAYBE FIFTY FEET DEEP. 


The gully was filled with berry vines, shrouded by pines at least 
200 feet tall. To get at the tranny | had to circle the pile, make a trail 
along the side of the gully, come at the tranny from the back. | was 
standing on leaf mold, a spongy black mass several feet deep. | 
got the tranny almost free, went to move one last obstructing axle 
from another tranny and something gave way, sending three trannys 
and me shooting down the side the gully. 
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It was steeper than the roof of a house and for the first twenty 
feet | was running in place, keeping upright, thinking | was doing 
pretty good for a guy who never learned to dance. | dodged the first 
tranny but that threw my timing off and | got clipped by the second. 
Then it was ass over teakettle, through the berry vines, sliding 
downhill on my back, head down with a tranny across my chest. 

| hit something hard enough to knock off my watch cap and 
leave my glasses hanging from one ear, hard enough to spin me 
to the left where | came up against a tree stump, hard. The first 
tranny and an avalanche of leaf mold cascaded into the depths of 
the gully, arrived somewhere with a noisy splash. 

I had rotten leave mold all over me, in my ears, up my sleeves. 
My left arm had taken a good whack but still worked. My glasses 
were bent. Bent them back, found my watch cap. Got myself 
cleaned up. The tranny | wanted was a few feet away, one axle 
uphill, the other down, balanced on something under the leaf mold. 
I was in a moldering pile of branches, probably lopped off a tree 
that had been chopped down. There were several trunks in sight 
more than three foot across, | was about half-way down into the 
gully. | used branches and punky chunks of wood to block the 
tranny in position, began searching for a trail up the side of the 
gully to fetch my tools, found my Mag-light and pencil laying where 
they'd come out of my shirt pocket. Checked myself again, made 
sure | still had my pipe and it was unbroken. 

By the time | got my tool box down to the tranny it was nearly 
eleven. The bright morning had turned cloudy and was now 
threatening to rain. There was nothing to put between me and the 
damp leaf mold, the nearest green limbs were fifty feet overhead. 
| set to work, kneeling in the wet debris. 

My slide down the side of the gully had disturbed the local 
residents, a surprising variety of pot bellied spiders and colorful 
millipedes. One especially pretty one, black with yellow dots, gave 
me polite lesson in forest-floor etiquette when | gently touched it, 
sending a razor-like shock up my arm. There were fine hairs sprouting 
from the yellow spots, invisible until | lifted the thing with a pair of 
needle-nosed pliers and took a closer look. He had lots of friends. A 
tiny spider discovered a scratch on the back of my hand, had his 
first taste of human blood, liked it. | shook him off but he had friends 
too. I've had nicer places to work. And worse ones, too. 

At least no one was shooting at me. 

It began to sprinkle but the canopy of trees Kept me fairly 
dry. | used a wire brush to clear the bolt heads, gave them a dose 
of Liquid Wrench, tapped it in, constantly bothered by the tranny 
trying to take off downhill. The branches were rotten, kept breaking. 
A vehicle arrived at the junkyard, voices, a loud radio, the frenzied 
barking of the dog, muffled, then loud. Then louder. | waited, 
sweating in the damp cool of the forest floor, a ball peen hammer 
my weapon of choice. My tool kit includes a thing that makes holes 
and loud noises but I'd left it with my duffle. 

The vehicle started up and drove off. | waited for the dog but 
heard only birds and a distant ultralight, struggling against the wind 


shoving the clouds north above the trees. | went back to work. 

The stub axles were exposed, the bearing carriers gone. They 
had been buried in leaf mold which is acidic and were badly 
corroded but | thought at least one of them would clean up into a 
usable part. Several of the bolts were so rusted they rounded at 
the touch of the wrench. | drove on a six-point 1/2" socket, 
fractionally smaller than a 13mm. Only one required the use of 
vise-grips and chisel, all came away clean. 

To free the stub axle | would have to pierce the sealing plate 
on the back of the gear box. | used my Makita to make a string of 
holes, slit them with a cold chisel, pried the slit apart, wedged in 
one jaw of an open-end wrench, soaked the sealing line with Liquid 
Wrench and worked at it, rocking the thing back and forth, slowly 
winning it free. | might have to reuse the part, tried to keep the 
distortion to a minimum. Sat back, sweating, flexing my tired hands. 
And saw the dog watching me. He was on his belly, partially hidden 
behind a tree stump about fifty feet away along the trail I'd made, 
angling up the wall of the gully. He made no move. | had a fit of 
coughing, not wanting to take my eyes off him, scrabbling blindly 
for the hammer as | hacked and wheezed until even the birds were 
silent. He was just laying there, watching me, his head concealed 
save for his eyes but his ass in plain view, immobile. | started to 
laugh and that brought on more coughing, finally just sat, my pulse 
somewhere up around two hundred. He was a big dog. 

| went back to work, keeping half an eye on the dog, talking to 
it, telling it why | needed this rusty piece of crap, explaining in exquisite 
detail the hundreds of things that combined to put me there on the 
side of a gully in a dripping rain forest a thousand miles from home. 

I never saw the dog move but he did, plowing a path in the 
leaf mold, advancing to another stump then to a clump of what 
looked like spinach, behind which he hid in the same idiotic way, 
face concealed, body in plain view. | talked to him while my hands 
made a killer's noose of safety wire, using a bolt for a toggle on the 
free end, something to give me a good grip. Join the Navy, Learna 
Trade. | put my thinnest, longest screwdriver handle-up near my 
left side, the hammer on my right. 


THE DOG WATCHED ME WHILE T WORKED. 


| kept talking to it. My pulse was okay now, | had it figured out. We 
were going to end up at the bottom of the ravine, one of us wearing 
a safety-wire necklace that once pulled tight, would stay that way. 
| was wearing a lot of clothes, | could withstand a couple of bites. | 
went back to work on the tranny. 

When the lock nuts were removed | used the hammer and a 
brass drift to drive the stub axles free of the gear box, first the left, 
then the right. The dog was perhaps twenty feet away. | thought he 
would go for me when | stood up but his haunches weren't quivering, 
he didn't look ready to spring. | started gnawing at the snap rings. 
| didn't have a pair of snap-ring pliers but | did the screwdriver trick 
and got the left one off without bending it. The right one vanished 
into the gully with a musical ping! that brought the dog's head up 
as his eyes followed the invisible snap-ring. Good reflexes. 

| couldn't do any any more work on the tranny on my knees. 
| stood up, armed with screwdriver and hammer, shouted at the 
dog. He pressed his head down into his paws, kept looking at me. 
He didn't want to eat me, he just wanted to talk. | felt like crying, | 
was so relieved. 

So we talked. He was a farm dog, or maybe a farmer; | speak 
better Cat than Dog. All he could talk about was the weather and 
when he was going to get fed and what a rotten job he had. He 
was afraid of hammers and red wiping rags. | don't know why, he 
just was. | had two red wiping rags, one blue. | put away the red 
ones, lay the hammer down. He belly crawled to within five feet of 
me but refused to come closer, lay watching with doleful brown 
eyes as the rain misted his coat with pearls of moisture. | finished 
dismantling the gear boxes. When | drove the gear boxes and axle 
tubes off the axles, the dog winced with each blow. 


It took three trips to get my booty and tools to the top of the 
gully. | positioned everything near the gate while the dog sat and 
watched. | opened the gate, moved everything outside, snapped the 
lock as the dog flung himself against the wire, snarling insanely, flinging 
slobber in all directions. He refused to calm down until I'd moved away 
from the gate, then sat, watching as | loaded the bus and drove off, 
forgetting to hide the key as I'd promised. When | returned, the dog 
went through his act again. | put the key in the agreed place and left 
the gulley and the junkyard and the crazy junkyard dog. | was tired, it 
was after three, a misty rain coming down. 

Back at my host's house | worked four hours cleaning the 
rust from the stub axles, winning the threads free of rust until the 
nut spun on with oily smoothness. | don't know how I'll pull the 
corroded bearing but bearing pullers are common things and I can 
always jury-rig something. 

Among the spares | brought from San Diego is a rear wheel 
seal kit, complete from cotter key to gaskets. If | can get the old 
drum off, and if the replacement drum consents to fit on the still 
sorta-rusty stub axles... assuming | can get the bearings off of them, 
l'il be able to rebuild Grendel's wobbly rear wheel. A friend already 
has fresh bearings on their way to me. 

Tomorrow I'll return to the welding shop where they will cut 
ten curiously shaped pieces of metal which | will use to create a 
pentacle powerful enough to make a stuck brake drum come flying 
free. Welding is a kind of white magic and I'm a warlock of note. 

| got off lucky today. Before writing this | showered, trimmed 
my beard. I've a purple bruse the size of a fist high up under my left 
arm, a dull red lump on my chest. But I also have two stub axles 
and no bite marks. 


Monday II (Oct. 02) 


This was a GOOD day. Lots of problems but none too big to 
handle. Lots of progress on the wheel puller and cleaning up the 
repair parts obtained from the rain forest. And my buddy in Sandy 
Eggo raided my shop and is shipping me a box of bus bearings. 

It rained like hell today. | was too busy to notice. Maybe that's 
the secret. Sore & tired. Hot shower & cold beer just down the hall. 


Tuesday Il 


| felt the pulse of the Heart of Darkness today when | was kicked 
out of the shop I'd been invited to use. There was no reason for being 
told to hit the road except the momentary sense of power you could 
see flash across the guy's face. It seems the person who gave me 
permission to use the space did not have that right and in some strange 
way the outcome of the Simpsom trial and the hippie nature of Grendel's 
paint job and my being from Califomia combined to trigger a strange 
tage that could only be satisfied by a petty act of cruelty. 


| CAN'T DESCRIBE THE DEPTHS INTO 
MNICH MY SPIRIT PLUMMETED WHEN TOLD 
| COULDN'T USE THE SHOP. 


If this were a novel a White Knight would appear in the next 
chapter and the story would have a happy ending. But this is gritty 
reality and the last White Knight was captured by a black pawn 
centuries ago. 

Without the shop and welding equipment it will be impos- 
sible to complete the drum-puller. The labor and resources I've 
already expended are wasted, sunk cost with zero recovery value. 
| hauled my gear out of the shop, called my host for a ride and sat 
waiting on my tool box, wondering what to do next. 

The shop incident has put a strain on the relations between my 
host and I, to say nothing of my two week long stay. 
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CIRCUMSTANCES MAY FORCE WE TO ABANDON 
BRENDEL. BUT I'LL GIVE TT ONE LAST TRY. 


Coming back from the shop | bought a cheap electric drill 
and three titanium drill bits. The drill motor is a single-speed de- 
sign with a plastic case, very cheaply made although expensively 
priced. It spins at 1,200 rpm and | selected the drill bits — all the 
same size -- based on the drill's rpm rating and the fact | would be 
drilling cast iron. | plan to drill off Grendel's sticky drum. 

Back at the house | repositioned Grendel so | could reach 
her with an extension cord, made myself a work area by rigging 
some bailing wire over which | can sling a tarp for when it rains. 
Today is dry, rather cold and windy but rain is the thing to plan for 
up here so | do a good job of it, with side stays, a built-up floor of 
plywood over scraps of 2x4 and a drain channel to keep the area 
around the left rear wheel as dry as possible. An old kitchen chair 
stood beside a trash bin down the alley. | hauled it back to Grendel, 
sat down and began to drill holes in the cast-iron brake drum. 

In my mind's eye | can see a pattern of holes that will unlock 
the hub and allow it to come free even witout the aid of a puller. 
There are sixty-four holes in each pattern. | will need to repeat the 
pattern four times. 

The titanium drills do a good job, eating eagerly into the cast 
iron. | spend five hours drilling holes, consuming the three drill bits 
and shattering my precious S-K 5/8" cold chisel, companion of many 
years. | finish one pattern of holes and part of a second. My arms 
and shoulders are shaking with fatigue when the setting sun ends 
my workday. 

Drilling the hub is a destructive act. Undrilled, the thing would 
at least roll, the drum complete and apparantly safe. 


HAVING DRILLED THE KUB I'VE 
IMMOBILIZED GRENDEL, A FACTI HAVEN'T 
SHARED WITH MY HOST. 


All of my eggs are now in the one basket of my skills, | must get the 
drum off or call the junkyard tow truck. Tomorrow l'Il hike down and 
buy more drills and hopefully, a replacement chisel. Sometime to- 
morrow afternoon Grendel's sticky hub will lay in two pieces on the 
ground. 

We do what we have to do in life. | have to get Grendel home. 
Then I'll think about why. 


Wednesday 


They have crows up there the size of chickens, and thick 
furred cats that have never heard the howl of a coyote. A blue- 
eyed seal-point spent the day with me, oblivious to the whine of 
the drill and a muttering of curses when the point would dull or 
break, as they all eventually did. Six drill bits to complete the cuts. 
Most folks don't believe you can cut a slot with a drill. Been there, 
did that. Got the T-shirt. But didn't remove the drum. 

About five this afternoon as | started a row of holes intending 
to split the entire drum top to bottom, my host's neighbor, a nodding 
acquaintance after nearly three weeks, peered over the fence and 
said "If you're trying to split the drum, I've got something that may 
be faster than drilling." A nearly new Makita 4" grinder. | was wearing 
a 32-tooth grin when | snatched the thing from him, plugged it in 
and began to slice cast iron. 

| used up his grinding disk, will be down at the hardware 
store at the crack of eight for another, should have the drum turned 
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into scrap metal by noon, mebbe sooner. And no, he can't renig on 
the deal, I've got the grinder right here beside me. 


I'll be back tomorrow and THEN watch those sparks fly. 
Thursday morning, about 0600 


Dawn is trying to break through the overcast. No rain. Today 
is the day the drum drops off and | learn the cause of Grendel's 
wobbly legs. 

Removing the drum is a necessary step. The alternative is 
to cut off the axle tube and the forged steel axle within it, slide off 
the remains of the axle tube, release the snap ring securing the 
axle within the differential carrier and replace everything, including 
a new emergency brake cable, since all of these things are 
terminated within the citadel of the brake drum; if you can't pull the 
drum you can't free the e-brake cable nor dismantle the outboard 
gear box to get at the end of the axle. 

Right now, I'm waiting for the hardware store to open. 


Thursday llb, evening 


The top half of the brake drum hit the ground at about 1243. 

The bottom half is still clinging tenaciously to the axle despite a 
grip of less than half a circle. That puppy is WELDED to the axle. The 
weld is black iron oxide — rust — in granules hard enough to dull a drill. 
| could probably slit the remaining half of the drum into thirds, break 
them away with the cold chisel. But only if | had another cutting wheel. 

Enter now, an introduction to Northwestern humor, such as 
‘dry' rain or '1-day' photos that usually take only three days (but 
took five in my case and brought the preceeding admission). 

The borrowed grinder is a small-spindle Makita. The one | 
have at home has the large spindle, as do most of the grinders I've 
seen. The joke is that none of the local stores carry disks for the 
small-spindle grinder. None. Zip. Not one. Nada. Zero. 

Why not? Because everyone uses the large-spindle grinder, 
except the son-in-law of the man who loaned me the grinder. That's 
where the grinder came from; a present from his son-in-law, who 
lives in another world where disks for Makita grinders having small 
spindles are common, all children are polite and O.J. got to ride 
Old Sparky to the gridiron in the sky. 

When the fellow came home from work | asked him where he 
gets new disks. "Never had to, yet. But | hear they got them in Seattle." 
And San Diego. | offered to pay him for the disk I'd used up but he 
waved it away, "Naw, just send me a couple of disks when you get 
home." And grinned. Northwestern humor. He'd loaned me a grinder 
with a partially used up disk knowing | would be obligated to replace 
it, saving him a trip to Seattle. Or San Diego. Or where ever it is that 
| can find a small-spindle #80 disk for a Makita grinder. 

At least half the drum is off. 

Inside, the brake drum don't look too bad. Good Condition, 
Shelton-style. It's worn so thin you can almost see through it and 
the axle wobbles like a stick in the mud, but other than that, I've 
seen worse. Of course, | was skindiving at the time. 

With half the drum cut away | should be able to dismantle 
the wheel, even if | have to leave the remaining half of a drum 
attached to the axle and go into the gear box from the back. | have 
a spare bearing carrier and spacer-ring, and my buddy sent me a 
set of replacement bearings, and | already had a seal-kit in the 
spares | brought from home. With the replacement brake drum 
and axle, | should be able to reassemble a working, wobble-free 
rear wheel. Should. If. Maybe. 

I'll have to unbolt the locking nut with a chisel since the 
cheapest 1-5/8" socket | can find was a whopping $22. I'll have to 
unbolt the gear box from the spring plate and pop loose the can 
over the locking nut but I'm pretty sure | can get at it even with half 
the drum still attahed to the axle. I'll also have to open the brake 
line and remove the wheel cylinder but that's not much work. I've 
already slacked off the emergency brake and pulled it out to give 
me room to pound on the remaining half of the drum. So far, all the 
pounding has done is break the handle of my big ball peen hammer. 


È 


That puppy is seriously stuck. 

In fact, the work looks pretty much downhill from here. Some 
basic mechanical chores, adjust my toe-in and I'll be on my way. 
Except for the rain. And the brakes. That is, an abundance of the 
former and a serious lack of the latter. 

| rigged a tent of plastic sheeting over Grendel's dented butt. 
This is the 5-mil plastic sheeting | used to wrapped my engine before 
stowing it in the trunk of the car | was to deliver a few lifetimes ago. 
| folded the stuff carefully and have kept it safe, knowing it rains up 
here now and then. But while the plastic is a good 12 feet long it's 
only four feet wide. | have two panels of it. | overlapped the panels, 
attached them to the rain gutter with clothes pins and draped them 
over some bailing wire stays | erected between Grendel and a nearby 
fence. The plastic makes a reasonably dry if somewhat narrow 
shelter, under which I've built a floor from scraps of wood and 
cardboard boxes. And while it keeps me dry it isn't very warm, and 
the weather is getting downright cold, the kind of cold that makes 
my southern California face hurt when | step outside. 

The other problem | have to worry about has just cropped 
up. Actually, it was there all the while but I've just discovered it. 
The steel line to the rear brakes is crushed just behind the master 
cylinder. Deliberately crushed, as if to shut off the leaking right 
rear wheel cylinder, the one | replaced at Shelton, along with the 
steel pipe to the wheel, which had been crushed in a similar fashion. 
Before flying out of Shelton on my Grendelbroomstick | did a quick 
bleed-job, putting down the oozy nature of the fluid flow to a lack of 
energy on the part of the person I'd dragooned into pumping the 
pedal. Now I see it wasn't lack of energy but lack of flow. Sometime 
in Grendel's checkered past someone tried to block off the rear 
brakes, using a pair of dykes to crush the brake line. As with all her 
other repairs, they botched the job -- some fluid still flows through 
the line but it isn't enough to fully actuate both cylinders quickly. 
And with the line partially blocked, the fluid will return with equal 
sluggishness, meaning Grendel has been dragging her toes. 

| would like to replace the damaged line before starting south 
but a quick tour of the local parts houses got me the usual Metric 
Response -- sucking-in of breath accompanied by a sad shake of 
the head, as when asking for Mastodon Nose at a Chinese 
restaurant. Suck, shake, "So solly. No have." 

| wonder if these parts people have taken a close look at a 
modern American car? A good many of them are fitted with metric- 
dimensioned brake components. | tested this possibility with the 
counterperson at the last parts house | visited and got: "Oh, you 
mean AMERICAN metric stuff." | nodded eagerly, willing to accept 
Albanian 'metric-stuff if that's all they had. But he sucked air through 
his teeth and slowly shook his head. "Don't carry it. We probably 
will, once there's a demand for it." | had an insane urge to pound on 
the counter and shout"! DEMAND you carry American-metric stuff!" 
Maybe that's all he needed, someone to shout at him now and then. 
Maybe that's all any of us need. Management by Volume. | wandered 
off, looking for someone to shout "Go HOME!" in my face. No luck. 

| mosied back to the house in the slow, cold rain, patting 
Grendel's nose as | passed by. It wasn't her fault. Come to think of it, 
it wasn't my fault either, unless trusting people is a fault. Maybe it is, 
in today’s America. 


Grendel's Good Friday 


Ode to a Purple Thumb 

I'm in the house, typing when | should be working. There is no 
rain, the day looks as though it will be a good one. It's not yet ten a.m. 
and I've already put in nearly three hours. Things are going well. 

Two days ago | struck the knuckle at the base of my left 
thumb with a hammer, a common thing when working on your knees 
in the dirt. Yesterday, when removing the stuck drum, | struck it 
again, a much harder blow and with a bigger hammer. Already 
exquisitely sensitive, the pain was blinding. It left me in a cold sweat 
and wanting to throw up. | now have a livid sausage-tight 
appendage where my thumb used to be, so tender it can't press 


the space bar of the keyboard, so swollen it moves with great 
difficulty and sends a gulp of nausea into your throat. 

The next step in dismantling Grendel's left rear wheel calls 
for me to lay on my side under the vehicle and drive-out the axle 
with a drift. Given the position I'll be working in and the amount of 
force needed to drive it out and the mushroomed condition of my 
too-long undressed drift, I'll hit my thumb again. I've come in to 
swallow more Tylenol, drink a cup of coffee and bind up my thumb 
with tape, girding my loins as it were. I'll wear gloves and hope | hit 
the thing no more than once. It isn't broken but | can feel things 
moving around in there, like marbles in a greasy tobacco pouch. 


UW APPROACHING THE LIMITING FACTOR 
IN THE GRENDEL ADVENTURE. 


I'm surprised to find it is me. | thought my wife and family would 
pull me home with logical complaints of things more worth doing but 
they've propped me up, more understanding than | ever would have 
imagined. The money was a big IF but some was found. None to 
squander on twenty-two dollar sockets but enough to get me home. 
The tools have failed right and left, there's a trail of them behind me 
like crumbs in the forest, but others haye come to hand. In the end, it's 
my own body that is letting me down. I'm a bit ashamed of it. | once 
ran the Marathon and swam from Malibu to the Santa Monica pier. 
You'd think it could stand being thumped with a hammer now and 
then. 

I'll rest a while here, paint a bullseye on my thrumb with iodine, 
go out and take another whack at it. 

Evening 

It began to rain about noon, got into it after about an hour 
and really hosed down the place, and me. Now it's clearing, now 
that I've come in and cleaned up and am warm and dry. I've yet to 
adjust to this rain business. 

Even so it has been a good day, starting out with a minor 
victory pulling the sealing can off the locking nut. 

Once | had access to the locking nut | tried to spin it free with 
a chisel but found | couldn't do it laying on my side. Perhaps if the 
bus were higher or if | were using a different form of support -- | 
have a pile of wooden blocks under the tranny mount. And part of 
the problem was my wounded thumb. | gave up, disgusted. Drove 
down to the FLAPS prepared to pay $22 for a suitable socket. 

The store was empty. It was a Friday morning, a few minutes 
after eight and there was no one in the place, neither clerks nor 
customers. Then a heavy-set girl came out of the office, asked 
cautiously if she could help me. She was hesitant, unsure of herself, 
lifted her hands in distaste when she found the metal frame holding 
the parts catalog — a six-foot rack of manuals -- was grimy, as all 
good parts catalogs should be. It was either her first day on the job 
or she was filling in. | looked about, raised my brows. “Fellowship 
breakfast," she in a disgusted tone that said it was an all-male 
fraternal bonding b.s. waste of time. | smiled at her. Then | grinned 
and let that widen into a positive leer. 


[WAS ALONE TN AN AUTO-PARTS STORE 
WITH AN INEXPERIENCED FEMALE CLERK. 


"I'll take one of your inch and five-eighths sockets, please." 
She started for the rack of half-inch drive tools but a small shake of 
my head gave her the clue and she went to the 3/4" rack, found the 
proper socket and brought it back beaming. "And a 20 inch long 
section of metric-to-metric brake line, the kind with the bubble flare." 
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That stumped her and he made a tentative move toward the catalog 
tack. "It's probably hanging with the other brake lines,” | said, looking 
off toward the street, disinterested. "Long, thin metal pipes?" That 
got a smile and she skipped off toward the back of the place, inviting 
me to come along. | followed so close | would of had to marry the 
girl if she'd stopped suddenly. 

With the brake line in hand | gave her a stunning smile and 
shook back my mane of long, blond hair. It was dim and private, the 
counter forty feet away down the aisles of racked parts. "Now I'm 
going to show you something," | said huskily, "That you've never 
seen before." She gave me a nervous giggle and tried to back away. 

| waved the length of brake line like a wand and described a 
cabinet or drawer of parts that looked like the fitting on the end of the 
brake line. She frowned. She had see it but couldn't remember where. 
She tried one aisle then another before snapping her fingers and 
leading me to a jumbled rack of pull-out drawers. In a minute | had a 
metric-to-metric bubble-flare coupler in my hand. "Somewhere in here 
there's an adaptor that will fit in this end." | let her look at the coupler 
and we began searching together, she in one drawer, me in another. 
She found it in a bottom drawer, jumped up delighted with her success. 
Her own store of parts jiggled wildly. She was very pleased with herself. 
Being the counterperson at a parts house was turning out to be easier 
and more fun than she imagined. "Now we need the SAE fitting that 
goes into THIS end of the adaptor." She found it in less than a minute 
and blushed in sunset hues when | praised her. 

The SAE double-flare tool was more of a challange. | 
described its approximate shape. The store had racks of K-D tools, 
| guessed it would be a K-D product. She checked several drawers 
before asking me to look through the dusty debris of things unsold, 
some racked so long their packaging was faded. The tool kit was 
near the bottom of the drawer. 

When | added a pair of snap-ring pliers to the pile the bill 
came to nearly a hundred dollars, thanks to the overpriced socket, 
the fifty dollar flaring tool and the twenty dollar pair of snap-ring 
pliers. She was ecstatic, "This will be my biggest sale all week! | 
usually just do the phones,” she admitted. She gifted me with a 
ball-point pen and a baseball cap while we waited for the plastic to 
go through the computer. When | thanked her, telling her how much 
| admired a woman who really knew auto parts, she impulsively 
threw in a key-ring pocket screwdriver tool. "Normally, we only give 
them out when the sale is over two hundred dollars..." and blushed. 
| hurried out of the place without looking back, afraid she would 
offer her phone number or shout out "I get off at five!" Lucky girl. 


REMOVING A VW BUS AXLE WITHOUT PULLING THE 

BRAKE DAUM 1S A TOPOLOGICAL TRICK AKIN TO 

ANOMAN REMOVING HER BRA WITHOUT TAKING 
DFF WER BLOUSE. 


They do it all the time but it still looks like a trick. The trick 
with the stub axle is to remove all of the bolts holding the reduction 
gearbox together then drive the thing apart by pounding on the 
unbolted end of the axle from the back, working through the opening 
normally sealed by the can. That is the task | went back to after 
writing the first part of this message, my ode to a purple thumb. 

The pounding went slowly. Cautiously would be more apt. 
Even so, | whacked the thumb again. But it was the sort of job that 
you know will get done if you just keep at it. | kept at it and the 
gearbox popped apart about eleven a.m., just in time for me to 
miss getting a ride downtown. What | wanted now was a hydraulic 
press, and | knew where one was. But the stub axle, half a brake 
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drum, backing plate and part of the gear box weighed about forty 
pounds, more than | wanted to carry without a pack-frame. | had 
lunch while | waited for my host to return with the car. 

Three bucks. That's what the machine shop charged to press 
the axle out of the split drum. It was a standard charge, posted 
right there on the wall. 'Hyd. Press. $3 minimum’ It took them less 
than a minute. Then | had to wait for my host to return, having 
dropped me while he ran some Friday errands. 

Back at the house | began cleaning the dismantled gearbox 
but soon realized it was so contaminated with metal particles that | 
couldn't get it clean without boiling it out. The wobble was due to the 
failure of both lower bearings, the outer-roller being so loose a fit it 
came to pieces when the shaft was pressed out of the hub. The 
inner was retained by a large snap right that | popped out with my 
new snap-ring pliers. It too was worn into a rattly mess. The upper 
bearings weren't quite so bad which was a bit of luck since | had no 
way to pull the inner bearing without driving the axle out of the tube. 

Shortly after returning from the machine shop it began to 
rain. A little later the temperature took a sudden plunge and a keen 
little wind sprang up. | was able to keep my tools and the work area 
dry but couldn't avoid leaving some part of my body exposed. By 
three o'clock I'd made a good start on rebuilding the gearbox but 
my boots were squishing and my levis clung damply to my legs. By 
five o'clock | had the inboard half of the gearbox cleaned and the 
new bearings installed and a gasket made. | had cleaned up one 
of the gearbox overs from the junkyard and will use it instead of 
the contaminated original. But by then | was so wet and cold | was 
shaking. My thumb looked like a monsterous raisin. | knocked off, 
wiped down my tools, came inside and climbed into a hot shower. 

This was a good day. 


BY MIDNIGHT. 


But it's cold, old and quiet. I'll give it another go tomorrow. 
Saturday Il 


I've been here so long the neighbor kids think it's my home. 
They ask neat questions like, "Can'tcha’ fixit?", "Whadidya do to 
your thumb?" and -- perceptive as hell "Are those the only clothes 


you own?" They also offer biting commentary: 


"WY DAD SEL YOUR BUS IS AN EVESORE." f 
MINUTE LATER: "WHAT'S AN EVESORE?" 


My favorite was: "When are you going to yell again?" During 
a moment of anguish, immediately following Post-Thumb Trauma 
| refered to something as a ‘salt-water sucking sonofabitch' and 
other things, too. I've expanded the local vocabulary. The kids try 
out the new words on each other, providing their own interpretations 
and variations. I've become a part of their tribal lore. 

It is Saturday. No school and blessidly, no rain. The sun is 
out. So are the neighborhood kids. | prefer the company of the 
neighborhood cats. | know they're laughing but they do it quietly, 
perched there on the back of the driver's seat. | laugh at them too 
as | scuff their ears and scratch them between the eyes. One 
morning real soon now they will find Grendel gone, the parking 
space raked and and clean. 

| began work about 0700, anxious to seat the axle into the 
new bearings. But | couldn't bang on things until someone banged 
first. Shortly after eight someone down the block fired up a 
lawnmower and | took it as permission to bang away. Took maybe 
three minutes of carefully aimed blows, big ball peen on little ball 
peen inverted, to ease the axle into the inner bearing. Then came 
the fiddly bits. It was a quarter past eleven when | had the backing 
plate and gearbox reassembled. Except | forgot to install the can 
over the locking nut. Discovered my forgetfulness when | tried filling 
the gearbox with oil. Stopped, cleaned things up, started over. 


BY FOUR-THIATY GRENDEL HAD ALL FOUR 
FEET ON THE GROUND. 


Why so long? Mostly me. But the 12x1.5mm bolts holding 
the spring-plate to the gearbox were rounded. Chased the threads 
of both bolt & bore. Without a vise, doing the bolts was surprisingly 
difficult. Once the drum was on and the axle-nut torqued to spec, | 
adjusted the brakes. Did it twice, hoping to center the shoes. The 
junkyard drum, like all the others, is worn out. Mounted the wheel, 
torqued the bolts to 70 ft/lb. Went around and checked the other 
three. Wheels and suspension will not be a worry on the ride home. 

| shifted the jack and blocks to the front torsion beam, made 
a work station so | would be comfortable for the brake-line repair, 
something | wasn't looking forward to. I'm about wore out, able to 
work only a few minutes at a time. The section of brake line | would 
have to repair runs along the driver's side frame member, curving 
above the torsion tubes. | would need to get the tubing cutter and 
double-flare tool into the space since | couldn't bend the line down 
to gain space. It looked like a real mare's nest. | figured out what 
had to be done, focused on the first step and got busy. 

By not breaking for supper, | was finished splicing the brake- 
line by seven thirty. With pressure on the system, the SAE double- 
flare I'd fabricated insisted on oozing until | grabbed it with a pair of 
visegrips and gave it another quarter turn. No ooze. 

Bled the brakes. Checked the adjustment. Bled them some 
more. | have about half-travel on the pedal; it goes down about 
three inches then stops hard, as if the pedal had just hit pavement. 
No weep, no ooze, no slow descent to the floor. Good brakes, 
given the worn drums. 

But no brake lights. It appears the brake-light switch has 
failed. It has two, will work with one. I've a hunch one hasn't been 
working for years and the other failed when the system finally saw 
something approaching full pressure. 


And no heat. That one at least is now a no-brainer; connect 
a few wires, add some insulation to the central duct, let the hot 
wind blow all over my toe. 

And no wiper. Oh, it has a wiper but the wiper has no blade, 
10" wiper blades having proven to be as rare as small-hub grinding 
wheels for Makitas. 

And no turn signals. Emergency flashers but no turn sigs. 

All little things. | gave it about 12 hours today. Tomorrow 
should see me driving. I've been away from home a month, have 
incurred numerous obligations. | must buy a few parting gifts, make 
some courtesy calls. I'll head south as soon as | can, probably 
Monday or Tuesday. 


Sunday Ill 


It's about eight thirty in the evening, Sunday, the tenth of 
October. Clouds are scudding across the face of the moon like 
something out of a Japanese print. | left my home thirty-four days 
ago for what was meant to be a quick trip, a week, ten days at the 
most. Today is my third Sunday in the home of friends. They are 
religious people, she more than he but the bond of love is strong 
between them; he is her Ruth and a better man for it. Their religion 
is highly structured, this day of some particular importance that 
saw them leave early to return yet some hours from now. Having 
no particular religion | am a heathen in her eyes, a profane swab 
who landed on their doorstep, a Christian duty for them to perform, 
which they did without question. But she is wrong about me. The 
sea is like a foxhole in that neither contains any athiests. Agnostics 
perhaps but the typical sailor pauses more often to give Thanks 
than the most devout Muslem, for the sea is more empty than any 
desert. And you can't walk home. 


GRENDEL 1S THE SHIP THAT WILI 
CARRY WE HOME, 


if not in style at least with some degree of comfort. She consented 
to blow alittle warm air on my shoe today, thanks to wiring the heat 
exchangers open and hammering loose the collision-damaged vent 
in the cockpit. | cut strips of construction paper, a foot wide by two 
feet long, squirted foam sealant on them and plastered them onto 
the 3" vent pipe I've used to replace Grendel's missing main heater 
duct. The foam will expand and insulate the fragile aluminum 
ducting. With the faithful engine rumbling at high idle | can detect a 
baby's breath of warmth from the defrosters. Were | freezing to 
death it might prolong the agony a minute or two but it may help 
keep the glass clear when | encounter rain, as I'm sure to do now 
that autumn is upon us. 

The street where Grendel is parked is lined with towering 
American Walnut trees, densely green in their Clovis-spearpoint 
leaves when | arrived, yellow now, the leaves fast falling into damp 
windrows. | spent some time raking them, moving Grendel 
cautiously back and forth to get at those drifted against her wheels. 
The chore brings back memories of my youth and crunching piles 
of sycamore leaves and thin lines of blue smoke standing into the 
windless November sky above a little town in California's central 
valley, where autumn comes later than here. I'll carry autumn south 
as | go. Jack Frost and the Grendelmonster. 

Grendel now has a fuel gauge. | had fashioned one of wood, 
was planning on spending my first day's journey cautiously 
measuring her fuel consumption. The gauge is a blessing. 

Grendel also has a horn. The wire, a bit of fine gauge speaker 
wire, was broken at one end, loose at the other, the fitting corroded. 
| replaced the wire with some hefty 14 gauge aircraft stuff, steel- 
wooled away the corrosion, tinned the connector with solder, made 
everything shipshape. Noisy horn, another legal requirement met. 
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Still no turn signals nor brake lights. The brake light switch is 
promised for Tuesday morning. But | now know when the headlights 
are on high. Don't ask me how | did it; it didn't work at first despite 
a new bulb and checking the circuit and scrubbing everything with 
steel wool. Then it was working when | conducted a test on another 
circuit, another of Grendel's belly-laughs. | stopped a moment to 
smile, thanked the Boss Mechanic, happy for any help at all. 

Packing things up, dividing the load into Hold and Cabin 
baggage. The hold will be well filled with split drums and destroyed 
spindles, promised displays for other veedubers on the Vanagon list. 

Still to do: Check my toe-in. Rebuilding the spindle has surely 
thrown things out of alignment. And | must drain and refill the 
transmission. Heaven only knows how long that lube has been in 
there. | can check the toe-in myself but I've no way to dispose of 
lubricant nor any means of refilling the tranny once it's drained. 
That's a chore that will have to wait until | have brake lights. 

Gave it a solid 12 hours today. Little things but needful, like 
sealing the gap below the cargo doors. Not only is the sill rusted 
away and sagging, the lower flange of the doors is gone. Used the 
last of the foam, shut the doors with pieces of waxed paper to keep 
the foam from welding them closed. Sand it down, give it a shot of 
paint, mebbe sell it as Good Conditon. 

And | still have to replace the brake return spring. I'd better 
put that at the top of my list for tomorrow. And hope it doesn't rain. 
But I've got a hunch it will. 


Monday III (Bob, the odd-job man.) 


Monday dawned gray and cold, sprinkles of rain shaking 
down when the clouds piled up, bumped hips in their rush to the 
east. Both brake-light switches are duds but at least in southern 
California they are commonly available duds. The local auto-parts 
stores carry only the metric-threaded switches for later model VW's 
and Audi's, insist they will work on 'any' Volkswagen, back up their 
claim by telling me that's all they've been selling for years. 

Picky ol' Bob, insisting on a brake switch with an eighth-inch 
pipe thread when everyone else uses M10 stuff. And ruins their 
master cylinder in the process. Are the parts-store people simply 
stupid? | think not. They get $12 for an ‘Audi’ brake-light switch; a 
real VW brake switch is about two bucks. 

I spent the day doing odd jobs. | put the package tray back in 
-- I'd removed it to get at the wiring. The passenger-side fastener 
had gone west, been replaced by a Tinnerman nut and a 
humungous sheet metal screw. | banged out most of the major 
dents, scrubbed it down, scraped off the most offensive of the 
slogans and stickers, put it back in. The missing fastener was a 
trial due to the bends in the tray and localized damage at the 
fastener site; Grendel has taken a couple of good hits on the nose, 
damaging both the package tray and the heater duct. 

| got the other two fasteners in then made up a 1/4-20 bolt 
with a couple of fender washers and shoved it thorugh the hole. 
Sitting with my butt in the rusted hole on the passenger's side of the 
front deck, | used my left shoulder to bend the tray into place, my 
right hand to hold the bolt. Closing my eyes, | imagined a pair of 
magic fingers putting the necessary washers onto the other end of 
the bolt, threading on a nut and spinning it tight, focused on it until 
the fingers got it right. It's like watching a training film in your head. 

| don't know how that works. | don't know how it COULD 
work, since your left arm doesn't bend like that. (Try it.) But when 
| got done thinking about it the nut was on and my arm was sore. 
It's a handy trick, however it works. 

Did the steering column. Did the speedo cable. | thought I'd 
have trouble snaking it through the hole but | was too tired to try it 
myself. | let it find its own way through, crawled under and pulled it the 
rest of the way. | had trouble fitting it into the axle. Lubed it with waterless 
handcleaner, pushed it through. Installed the circlip, squeezed it tight. 
Drove the dust cover on firmly with a section of exhaust pipe. 
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The day passed quickly. It always does when you don't pay 
attention. | was running on automatic, as tired as I've ever been. 
The rain kept coming in little showers, keeping things wet. Just 
before supper it started coming down steadily. 

| checked the heater ducts again. | think something is blocking 
the duct near the 'Y' but it's hard to tell with the engine running, 
impossible with it off. 

Did the back-up light. It only works intermittantly due to a bad 
something. I've cleaned it and rewired it but it continues to play the 
fool, sometimes working, sometimes not. Rap it and it usually changes 
its state, a random-action flip-flop. | don't like things | can't trust and 
back-up lights are useful things. If it's there, | want it to work and work 
reliably. | cut up some angle iron for brackets, drill a few holes, mount 
a tractor light over the blocked-off back-up light opening on the driver's 
side, wire it up. Works every time. Bright, too. 

One last chore is the license plate lamp. It too is intermittant, 
probably due to no hinges on the engine compartment lid. | make up 
a new ground lead, drill a hole, insert a #6 sheet metal screw with an 
internally toothed washer, give it a smear of copper-based anti-sieze 
to insure a good electrical contact where the washer bits into the steel, 
a bit that would otherwise loosen in time due to corrosion. No light. 

I'm working by the glow of my static timing light. The rain is 
coming down pretty good. Today I've heard the rain described as 
‘real’ and ‘good’, not by the same person. Indeed, I've heard it 
described in almost biblical terms but | haven't heard it described 
honestly, which is wet, cold and hard. An uncomfortable rain to be 
kneeling in with your head twisted around, peering up ata light fixture 
that refuses to work. | take it out, climb in the bus, start the engine, 
turn on the trouble light and make up a complete new set of leads. 
Black & white striped #16 for the primary, solid green for the ground. 
Two eyelets on the ground lead, one for the compartment door, the 
other for the body. Polish the lamp base with steel wool. Add a dot of 
solder to the base, another to the ground, sand the contact in the 
fixture, install the lamp with a light rub of anti-sieze. Test it using 
jumpers. It works, nice and bright. Climb back out into the rain. I've 
lost my hat somewhere. The raindrops feel like ice cubes on my 
bare head, there are droplets on my glasses. Shamble to the back 
of the bus, genuflect before the engine, soaking up the heat of it, 
hearing the hiss of rain on the tail pipe. Install the fixture, install the 
grounding screws, connect the primary. No light. The rain is heavier 
just then, pounding on my sodden shirt. | came north with three light 
shirts, one heavy flannel to be worn if the weather turned coolish 
on my quick trip that has now taken more than a month. It is definitely 
coolish tonight. 


THE RAIN IS DRIPPING OFF MY NOSE AND |AN 
CLOSE TO TEARS, CONFOUNDED BY WY FAILURE. 


| dismantle the fixture, disconnect it, squelch back to the cab 
and get in. The faint warmth from the demisters feels like a furnace, 
my hands are blotchy red and it's a minute before | can trust them 
to take the fixture apart. Check each lead, burnish them with steel 
wool, put it together, test it. It works perfectly. | shake it and rap it 
against the floorboards. It doesn't flicker. | sit, waiting for the rain to 
die down, trying to think of what I've failed to do. It's a simple circuit 
and | know there is power to it because the tail lights work. | climb 
out into the rain, pause dumbly, searching for the test lamp. Go 
around and search the box of electrical stuff on the passenger- 
side floorboards before recalling the test lamp is illuminating the 
engine compartment. Go back there and kneel down again. My 
levis are wet and my knees burn where they rest on the gravel. 
Take the fixture out of my shirt, the screwdriver from my pocket, 
reinstall the light fixture and connect it. It does not work. Unclip the 
test lamp, intending to test the lead to the license plate lamp. And 


find myself in total darkness. There is no light at all. I've forgotten 
to turn on the lights. 

| wiped down my tools, put them away, came in and stood 
beneath the steaming water until my skin was puckered and red. 
Later, | smoked a pipe while wondering if | should even mention 
my stupidity. Decide it's part of the story, as much as the flower on 
Grendel's nose or the rusted holes in her floor or the water oozing 


WE ARE BOTH IN GOOD CONDITION NOW, 
D Fly 


| 
A PAIR OF WRECKS ABOUTIT 
SOUTH FOR THE WINTER. 


Tuesday IlI 


Rain. All through the night and into the early afternoon. 

The brake light switch arrived as promised but there was 
only one of them; only one had been ordered. | thought | ordered 
two; I can't clearly recall. 

linstalled it in the rain, wet but not rained upon under Grendel's 
bulk. The blue-eyed cat joined me, head-dived against my watch- 
cap, finally sat and watched the rain. It seldom rains in Egypt. 

With the switch installed | was ready to bleed the brakes but 
had no one to pump the pedal. Began tracing the brake-light wiring. 
It runs into the loom of wires that was burned, vanishes. I've picked 
it out of the loom running through the fore & aft frame member, 
know it's good from there back. 

| track the wily wire into the mess behind the turn-signal relay 
and suddenly realize that failure of one will effect the other -- early 
buses use a two-light system, the brake light also serving as the 
turn signal. 

My host arrives home for lunch and helps me bleed the 
brakes, happy that three of them bleed properly, unaware of the 
portent of the one that does not. The driver's side front flows neither 
oil nor air when | open the bleeder valve, yet | can hear the upper 
cylinder actuating. This is the one wheel I've not rebuilt. Grendel is 
paying me back for my neglect. 

But it's the brake lights that bother me. And the turn signals. 
| put on my thinking cap, scratch a schematic on the back of a 
receipt, mosey down toward the harbor and the nearest FLAPS. | 
ask for and receive (surprise!), a double-pole, double-throw center- 
off switch, a heavy-duty two-terminal flasher unit and a pair of after- 
market tail lights, the kind with a two-filament bulb. The bill is about 
twenty-five bucks. 

Back at the house | dig through my spares, find all my wire, 
select a roll of #14 and two of #16. Tie the ends together and nail 
them to the fence, start backing up, paying out the wire until | reach 
Grendel's stern. Hang a right, keep backing down until | run out of 
blue wire, hoping it will be long enough. Put the cast off brake 
drum on the wires to keep them from coiling up, go back to the 
fence and start looming them together with electrical tape, my last 
roll of the stuff. 

Twist, twist, twist, wiping the rain from the wire as | wrap it 
with tape, shielding it from the sprinkle with my head and shoulders. 
Twist, twist until | reach the brake drum. It takes a while. 

The main fore & aft wiring harness for the VW bus runs 
through the passenger-side frame member, up and over the torsion 
tubes, a well protected place but difficult to pull new wire through. 
| try pushing a piece of bailing wire through the frame but it fails to 
clear something. Try it from the other end but it hangs up. I'm laying 
on the damp ground in my damp clothes, head and shoulders 
protected, under the bus, legs getting sprinkled on. 


Is heavy gauge stainless steel safety wire stiffer than bailing 
wire? It takes a while to unspool enough but once it is straight it 
proves stiff enough, if pushed through from the middle of the frame 
member. | lash the loom of wires to it, pull them through, do the 
same with the rear half of the frame member. | now have three new 
wires running from the front to the rear of the bus. 

It takes over an hour to loom the wires and get them threaded 
through the frame. Up front, | make up connectors and put the #14 
wire onto the brake switches. Use the safety wire to find a path up 
into the cabin, pull the ends of the #16 wires up near the turn signal 
relay. It all takes time and I'm getting wetter. 

Climb into Grendel, turn on the trouble light and start the engine. 
Out of the wind it feels warm, even if it isn't. In a few minutes Grendel 
is blowing a faint breath of warmth around my feet. | think I've blocked 
my new heater duct with the foam meant to insulate it. If so, it's going 
to stay blocked until | get home. | start making a new turn signal. 

A DPDT switch has six terminals. It's really two switches in 
one housing. | will wire the hot lead from Grendel's defunct turn- 
signal relay to the center terminal on one half of the switch, wire 
the switched power from either side to the flasher. The output of 
the flasher goes to the center terminal on the other half of the switch. 
Push the switch to the left, the second-half left terminal will have 
the flasher's signal, push it right, the right will have it. Simple flasher 
system. | do the wiring and begin gnawing a hole in the dash. 
There's already a hole there but it's too small to accept the threaded 
neck of the switch. My gnawing tool is a small drill and Swiss files. 
It takes longer to make the hole than it did to wire the switch but I'm 
out of the wind, thinking of Baja and beaches without footprints. 

When | found Grendel's tail light fixtures to be damaged | 
removed them and installed a pair of boat trailer light fixtures in the 
holes, first making up cover plates to close the openings. Now | 
dismounted all that and figured out how to mount the second pair 
of tail lights, the ones I'd just purchased. The only way they would 
fit without drilling holes in the body was to reposition the first pair 
and mount the second pair above them. | drilled the necessary 
holes in the cover plates, kneeling in Grendel's cargo bay, drilling 
atop a block of wood. It was dark before | was through; | knocked 
off about eight pm, went in to eat and warm up, get dressed for 
working in the rain, which was coming down again. 

To install the fixtures and wire them | worked sitting on a 
piece of plywood, the wind blowing down my neck, dressed in a 
garbage bag and wearing a turban. Some folks would call it a towel 
wrapped around my head but it was really a turban covered with a 
small white plastic garbage bag. The neighbors arrive home from 
somewhere late, mutter to one another, go into their house without 
speaking to the strangely bundled creature squating behind 
Grendel's engine. | have the trouble light and my timing light inside 
the engine compartment, protected from the rain, as are my tools. 
I'd be there too if | could figure out how. 

The work took about two hours. When | was done | was so 
cold | had to roll onto my knees before | could stand. | loaded 
everything into Grendel, wiped down my tools and sat dripping as 
I tested the circuits. The two #16 wires were for the rear turn signals. 
| connected them to the front turn signals and to the output of the 
DPST switch. Got it right the first try; left was left, right was right. 
And brake lights, too. The turn signals were wired to the bright 
filament of the upper fixture, the brakes to the lower, running lights 
to the low-power filaments of both. The result is perhaps the most 
visible '67 Volkswagen bus on the planet. Clunky as hell of course, 
but it works. | mounted the switch horizontally; flick it to the left for 
a left turn, right for right, center for off. No self-canceling, no indicator 
lamp. I'll do it right when I'm home and dry. 

Tomorrow I'll insulate all of the connections, tighten down 
the fixtures, check things out. But I've a hunch Grendel is about 
ready to roll. | need to fill the tranny and check the toe-in but other 
than that, she will pass any highway safety inspection. Even mine. 
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jack all came together for a solution 
and three hours after our initial stop, 
we were back on the road. 

| have driven split-window 
buses since 1972. | know that cruise 
control can be as simple as a brick 
on the accelerator. | know that uphill 
means downshift into third gear, get 
in the right lane, hold at 40mph, and 
enjoy the scenery until you get to the 
top of the hill. | left much of that 
behind when I bought my '84 
Vanagon. Third gear goes all the 
way up to 65mph, but with that split 
windshield in my rear view mirror, | 
was never going to get out of third. 
Above 54mph it began to wag, so the 
rest of the ride would be at 50mph. 
North Carolina seemed a breeze, 
heading north up I-77 and into 
Virginia. 

By 8:10 we hit the West Virginia 
line and for a time my Vanagon drove 
like a split. That first incline is about 
seven miles long. Third gear was not 
going to make it. | downshifted to 
second, fell in behind a trucker with 
his flashers on and managed to hold 
35mph. Up that incline the Vanagon/ 
Split combination passed eight to ten 
overworked, overheated and 
overbloated cars, vans and trucks 
pulled over to the side to cool off. 
The day had clouded and a light mist 
was falling as we climbed. | remem- 
ber recalling the Chuck Berry line 
"knew that was doing my motor 
good" but | also could find nothing on 
a Type 2 that rhymed with good 
except "the little engine that could.” 
Somewhere in the night | saw a sign 
that read "Elevation 3,252" before we 
began to begin the downhill run. Like 
turtles flying united, we meandered 
through the mountains of West 
Virginia with one stop for gas in, 
appropriately, Ripley. | was begin- 
ning to believe. When we crossed 
the Ohio River at 2:30 in the morning, 
the first exit couldn't come fast 
enough for some well-needed rest. 


A GRAY DAY DAWNED, 
CAFFEINE WAS GUZZLED AND 
AT 6:70 ANOTHER MIXONIAN 


EXPLETIVE ERUPTED WHEN | 
DIO THE MORNING SYSTENS 
CHECK. 


Somewhere in the night, prob- 
ably accompanied by one of my 
visions of two VWs going over a 
mountain guardrail, the nylon tie-down 
for the right tire had slipped off. | had 
installed all the safety chains, so my 
diligence had paid off. The '67 was a 
little cockeyed on the dolly, but KdF- 
god had seen us through the night, the 
mountains and the rain and we had 
avoided a catastrophe. 

Ohio and Indiana stretched out 
in front of us, this time with Nancy at 
the wheel. She has a'73 Super 
Beetle for daily use, but has driven all 
my Type 2s and prefers the '67 
Deluxe. Keep in mind that her idea of 
cruising is 85mph, so 55mph was 
somewhat stifling. | was glad for the 
opportunity to just observe the scen- 
ery. On the east side of I-77, just 
south of I-70 in Cambridge, Ohio | 
noticed rows of air-cooled bugs and 
buses lined up along a hill. If a 
breakdown was due, this was the time 
for it but | wasn't going to stop and 
tempt fate. 

At 3:15 I took the wheel for the 
last leg of the trek. A split Westfalia on 
the north side of I-70 caught my eye 
just east of Indianapolis. Another trek, 
another time. | figured the worst was 
behind us and what lay ahead of us 
was relatively flat land. The route 
through Indy included the worst 
section of road we encountered. 
Every 50 feet or so the pavement 
buckled and the '67 bobbed like a cork 
behind me. If we were going to lose it, 
what better time and place than rush 
hour in the city of racing. Again, 
though shaken, more thoroughbred 
thoroughfares prevailed and the 
trotting turtles approached the Illinois 
line. 

Ah, the Land of Lincoln, familiar 
towns, familiar rivers, familiar roads, 
time to relax. Right--except for that 
nagging feeling that the clunk-clunk 
from behind was a new complaint 
from the steel umbilical. Nancy had 
tried to rest in the rear seat for an hour 
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or so. Her arrival in the bucket seat 
next to mine prompted me to ask if 
she recognized the noise. No. No 
doubt about it, time for roadside 
inspection. 

Some background is in order. 
My original venture into towing was 
prompted by a $200 '66 Deluxe that 
had to be moved to widen a road. | 
bought a trailer hitch for the 
Vanagon that, in retrospect, will 
suffice for short hauls. Two bolts 
hold it to the tow-hooks which VW 
provides on Vanagon rear bumpers. 
When | pulled to the side of the road 
and shook the dolly to locate the 
noise, | tracked it to one of those two 
bolts being loose! The quick tighten- 
ing of the bolt was simplified by the 
rush of adrenaline released when | 
envisioned the two vehicles careen- 
ing along connected by one bolt and 
four wires. 

Rolling again, | hit "the wall" 
about 7:30, stopped for gas for the 
Vanagon, caffeine and sugar for me 
and headed north. It had been 85 
degrees and sunny in Raleigh. The 
mountain mist in West Virginia 
relieved the heat. What appeared 
ahead of us was payback: lightning 
and downpour. After three hours of 
low visibility the rain began to let up, 
but come down as slush. | knew | 
was near home. | turned the engine 
off in my driveway at 11:30. Thirty 
hours of driving a thousand miles 
were over. 

Is there a KdF-god watching 
over my stable of '67s, seeing to it 
that we made it home? | don't think 
so. More likely it was common 
sense | can pass along to you if you 
plan to tow. Check all connections 
every time you stop. Those safety 
chains are there for a reason. 
Those odd noises are telling you that 
something is wrong somewhere--but 
you can't hear them if the CD player 
is cranked up. If you tune in accu- 
rately, you may hear the karma that 
is the reason you wanted a split- 
window bus in the first place. | used 
my share of luck and my trips will be 
single-vehicle for a while. But then 
there's that Westfalia | saw by Indy, 
and the one by the Illinois River from 
my last trip south and that place in 
Ohio. Nah, running out of garage 
space. Q5 


Did you turn here first? Put your “For Sale,” “Wanted,” etc., in 
writing and mail to the address below and it will be published 
here. Classified ads are free, and will be run for one issue only, 
unless renewed. Deadline for submitting ads for next OBR is 


August 31st. 
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P.O. Box 4190 
Albuquerque, NM 87196 


Write to: 


E-Mail: neato @rt66.com 


Display Advertisers Please Note: Old Bus Review accepts 
advertising. Rates are $18 per issue for business card sized ad, 
$36 per issue for quarter-page ad, $60 per issue for half-page ad 
(other advertising options are available). Ads should be “camera 
ready” and mailed to address above. 


“NOS” means New Old Stock, new parts manufactured or 
distributed by Volkswagen. 


“OEM” means Original Equipment Manufacturer. 


For Sale (2 Vehicles): ‘57 Barndoor Panel Bus. Originally deliv- 
ered to Maggi Soup Co. in 1951 and later sold to a local fire dept. 
Maggi paint job can be seen under the fire dept. red paint. Very solid 
bottom and front floor, 16” wheels, crash box trans., runs & drives. 
Was driven to Bad Camberg VW meet last year. Still has fire dept. 
red paint, needs total restoration, $6500. ‘54 Barndoor Deluxe, 23- 
window. Very solid Arizona bus, in storage last 10 years. Missing 
some parts, totally disassembled. Has correct dash parts: speedo, 
solid emblem, 8-day clock. Also, correct deluxe front bumper, front 
floor mat, front & middle seat, rear bar & jail bars, plexiglas corner 
windows. Some NOS parts as well. Rebuilt 36 hp motor. Needs total 
restoration, $5000. Info: (714) 897-7363. 


For Sale: ‘54 Ambulance, #20-072014. No bumpers, no interior, 12 
volt, Type 1 trans. Runs & drives. Two tone (grey/white). Fresh from 
Europe w/cargo doors on drivers side. Has semaphores, 16” wheels, 
Euro-headlights, glass partition, ambulance fan, buzzer, etc. $5000, 
obo. Barndoor middle seat aiso avail. Mark, (415) 331-1356. Calif. 


For Sale: °58 VW Transporter Kombi Sunroof model 235, blue 
paint with front mounted luggage rack. Rebuilt engine, brakes and 
other mechanicals, Excellent running cond. Needs body work and 
paint. Family is orig. owner w/ orig. owner’s manual and bill of sale. 
$4,900. Ari, (213) 654-2568. Calif. 


For Sale (3 Vehicles): ‘59 7-door camper, mostly original except 
has Type 3 motor w/dual carbs, 6 volt, side tent, $2500 obo. ‘59 Bus, 
36 hp, 6 volt, all original, no seats in rear, solid & striaght, driveable, 
$2000 obo. ‘68 Single Cab, motor bad, damage left side by front of 
rear fender well, $1500 obo. Possible trade for ‘61 or older Double 
Cab. Mike, Sr. (520) 296-6466, Ariz. 


For Sale (2 Vehicles): ‘59 23-window Deluxe, runs & drives, 
partially restored. Straight, no rust, no middle or rear seat. 36 hp 
motor. $5000 firm. ‘64 Deluxe, non-sunroof, walk-through, perfect 
nose, orig. green paint. Drive it home. $4500 obo. Rex, (209) 742- 
6789. Merced, Calif. 


For Sale (2 Vehicles): '59 Single Cab, red, gates & well intact, nice 
bed, some rust. No engine, $800. '63 Non-Sunroof Deluxe. Walk- 
thru, good glass, cut wells, no engine, some rust. $800. Both have 
titles & would make good drivers or resto projects. Norman, (813) 
962-4438, 6-9 PM EST. Ore-mail: vin67bus @aol.com. Tampa, Fla. 


For Sale: ‘61 Crew Cab, 1600 d/p w/Webers. Roof rack, tow hitch, 
runs great, 12 volt. Ex-work truck, straight, some rust. $1250. Brian, 
(415) 968-9649. Calif. 


For Sale (3 Restorable Type 2’s): '63 Truck, ’67 Bus, ’62 Panel. 
Had them too long. Let’s deal. Dane, (915) 855-9706. El Paso, Tex. 


For Sale: Single Cab. (mfg. Okt. ‘64) Titled 1966. Restored-Daily 
driver. New cab interior - all new brake lines, hoses & cyl, color now 
French Vanilla. Conv. to 12v w/ alt. Olsen rebuilt 1200cc engine- 
Bosch 009 dist, Blue coil, new fuel pump and Solex carb. Approx. 
3000 miles on rebuilt engine. All tie rod end - sway bar stabilizer, etc. 
Swing arm replaced. Price firm: $2600. Jack, (352) 726-8208, Fla. 


For Sale: ’65 Deluxe. New paint, tires, 12V system. 80K orig. miles 
on van, 25K on rebuilt 1600. Roof rack. Orig. interior. Needs brake 
work. $2500 obo. Pete, (201) 839-4074. N.J. 


For Sale: °65 Kombi. Bench seat. Funky bus! Someone went to the 
trouble of putting brown shag carpet on almost every surface 
(including back of headlight buckets!). Replaced/rebuilt wheel cyl- 
inders and brake hoses. Needs paint, sort of a beater but would make 
a nice driver. $400 w/o motor or several engines to choose from. 
Dave (770) 514-9159, pls. lv. msg. Ga. 


For Sale: °66 Panel/camper. Almost finished! Never been hit, no 
rust. New paint. Rebuilt louver side windows. New paneling, couch- 
bed, dual port motor. Looks great! Drives like a dream! $3900. Rex, 
(209) 742-6789. Calif. 


For Sale: ’66 Westfalia non-poptop. Walk-thru, nice SO-42 int. 
Replaced/rebuilt wheel cyls & brake hoses. Needs paint, wheel wells 
cut (have replacements-not installed). $500 w/o motor or several 
engines to choose from. Dave, (770) 514-9159, pls. lv. msg. Ga. 


For Sale (Vehicle & Parts): ‘66 Single Cab, needs work. Has all 
gates. $800. ‘62 single cab tranny w/boxes $125. frt. end clip for 62 
pickup $50. ‘63 steel moon roof small window VW bug project car 
w/40 horse engine $550. Darrel, (910) 349-8562, or e-mail: 
vwmech6S @ vnet.net 


For Sale: ‘67 Westfalia, walk-through, beautiful interior, no rust, 
new paint, 80K miles. Runs great, looks terrific! John, (419) 868- 
7100. Ohio. 


For Sale: ‘67 Westfalia. New “freeway flier” transmission, new 
engine. Orig. tent, gas heater. 55,000 miles. $8000. Mark Whitcomb, 
(505) 690-0753. Los Alamos, NM. 


For Sale (2 Vehicles): ‘67 21-window, not much interior, no seats, 
no motor, but no rust, too! Has sunroof. $600. ‘67 Westfalia, comp. 
orig. int., sitting 15 years, runs, has a little rust. $6000. Gary, (215) 
474-5415, Philadelphia, Pa. 


For Sale: °68 Westy poptop. stored many years, new Pearl White 
paint. Orig. camper interior. New front seats and poptop canvas. No 
rust. Drives like a dream! $4995. Rex (209) 742-6789, Calif. 
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For Sale: ‘68 Bus. This is the finest 1968 bus in America! 100% 
original! Jerry, (602) 867-7672. Phoenix, Ariz. 


For Sale: 68 Bus, blue w/ white top. Walk-thru, full length camper 
seat, middle seat, camper windows. 40K mi. on Transform trans. 
1500 mi. on new tires. All reciepts & partial title history. Runs, rusty 
but repairable, daily driver 3 yrs. $1200 OBO. Rick, (314) 488-5256. 


For Sale: 69 Westfalia poptop. Nice camper interior. Everything 
works. New 1600 w/less than 400 miles on it. Nice driver. $1500. 
Dave, (770) 514-9159, pls. lv. msg. Ga. 


For Sale: '69 Single Cab pickup. This truck is in excellent cond. 
New engine, new paint, new trans, and new upholstery. No rust. 
$6500. Bill, (803) 796-4526. S.C. 


For Sale: Parting out a °73 camper. Could be a real ambitious 
restoration. Engine & transmission in ex shape w/ new heat exchang- 
ers. Elliot, (416) 391-0250, Toronto, Ont. 


For Sale: '74 Westy poptop, orange w/ orange plaid int, 1800cc dual 
carb. Orig paint, no rust. 17K mi (mostly highway) on rebuilt motor 
& trans. Beautiful int: refrigerator, propane stove, elec sink. In-dash 
cass, VDO gauges and tach. New spare, batteries, bra and Wolf tarp. 
Includes extras: poptop frame & hinges, body & interior parts & T4 
engine parts. $7500. Ted, (708) 445-9881, Oak Park, Ill. 


For Sale: ‘79 van. Orig. owner kept maintence book on it since new. 
Tam the second owner. Runs great, but will need a new tranmission. 
103,000 original miles. Lillian, (609) 965-8602. Hammonton, N. J. 


For Sale: 1981 Vanagon 7 passanger. Complete interior, great 
headliner, center seat, runs great, good motor, great tires and brakes. 
No rust or body damage. Nice OEM paint. $1800 obo. (602)224- 
8085 or jim@ Idc.com (Phoenix, Ariz.) 


For Sale: ‘85 VW Crew Cab, 4-speed, exc. gates, bed. Small dings, 
dents. Runs. exc. Offers. Dave & Michelle, (519) 432-4958. Ontario, 
Canada. 


For Sale: ’64 Bug. Red sedan, 2nd owner, CA car, no rust, many new 
and recent parts, looks & runs great, includes new Wolf tarp. $4500. 
Ted, (708) 445-9881, Oak Park, Ill. 


For Sale: ‘68 VW convertible, ground up restoration. Absolute mint 
condition. Almost everything new &/or rebuilt. Call for photos. 
$7000. Delivery possible. Pete, (309) 686-0133. Peoria, III. 


Parts: Loads of parts, pre-’68. Call for free list. Dane, (915) 855- 
9706. El Paso, Tex. 


COLLECTOR 
CARDS 


FOR FREE 
CATALOG CALL 


(805) 945-5622 
VINTAGE COLLECTION - DG ENTERPRISES 


OLD BUS REVIEW, MAY/JUNE 1996 PAGE 20 


Parts: Early split bus middle seat for Kombi, NOS cond, it’s perfect! 
NOS sheet metal rear corners for ’62 and up buses, from belt line 
down, or complete roof to bottom for 23 window, NOS church key 
and holder, °68 and later Westfalia brochures, complete set of 
jailbars °64-67, Deluxe skylight windows, early EMPI guages: oil 
pressure, ammeter, radio, Deluxe rocker trim. Always trading for 
Westfalia stuff. Todd, (419) 531-2954. Ohio. 


For Sale: One complete bullet signal light assm., $70/pr. Dash ash 
tray, $20. Rear grab handle (behind pass. seat, aluminum, with bolts) 
$25. Middle floor mat, $30. New rubber for ‘55-'58 rear splash 
guards for bumper, $8/pr. Int. door handles for front door with new 
black sleeves (from a *56) & springs, $25/pr. Gas door, $10. Chrome 
rear ash tray, $10. Side pop-out window latch (56), $10. Canadian 
only (?) dealer installed fan (blows hot air and even keeps front 
windows defogged/defrosted)—mounts at the front end of heating 
channel, $50. Stacey Zabolotney, (604) 224-3735. Vancouver, B.C., 
Canada. 


For Sale: Misc magazines & tools: VW Trends: Jul, Sept, Nov, Dec 
°86, Jan-Oct’87. Hot VWs: Jul 85, Nov’86, Jan’87-Feb’93. 1" dial 
indicator, 1" outside micrometer, carb sync, compression tester, ring 
compressor, pully puller, ring groove cleaner and assorted ratchets, 
extensions, flex handles, sockets, wrenches and hand tools. Ted, 
(708) 445-9881. Oak Park, Ill. 


For Sale: Orig VW sales lit, all prices postpaid: ’61 Beetle “Why is 
a Volkswagen like no other car on the road?”, 8-1/2 x 11, 18pp w/ 
foldout, exc, have 2, $20. Steve Mierz, P.O. Box 3353, Stony Creek, 
CT 06405, (203) 481-1930 (pls leave msg), or e-mail: 
Foxcraft@aol.com 


Attention: Westfalia info: tons of it in every issue of Camp Box 
News. Parts, info, stories, classifieds. For a free sample newsletter, 
send .32¢ stamp. CBN is a bi-monthly newsletter & club/annual dues 
$10. 1728 Evansdale, Toledo, OH 43607-1407. (419) 531-2954 


For Sale: VW toys: Solido, Split screen van, 1/43 scale diecast, dark 
blue & yellow Michelin w/Michelin Man on roof, $20; Corgi, Split 
screen van, 1/43 scale diecast, blue & yellow Corgi Collectors Club, 
$15; Lledo, Split screen van, 3-1/2 long, diecast, blue Pepsi-Cola 
limited edition w/wreath, Santa & Pepsi logo, $15 / yellow Bosch, 
$12/blue Cinzano, $12/ off white 7-Up, $15; Hammer - 60's plastic 
split screen van, commemorative for Southwest Bug-In I, 25 made, 
each numbered, only a couple left, only $20/ea. Pewter Split Win- 
dow Bus w/open sunroof—2" long on base, limited edition for 
World Wide VW Day Arizona Bus Club Meet, $10. Pewter VWs, 2- 
1/2” long, highly detailed, all hand-cast, only $10/ea. Oval window 
Bug w/roof rack, Bug convertible, Doublecab PU w/removeable 
canopy, Singlecab PU w/removeable canopy, Panel van, Deluxe 23 
window bus w/closed sunroof or w/open sunroof, Karmann Ghia 
convertible, VW Thing Type 181 (top up or top down), Dormobile 
camper. VHS video tapes—only $15/ea, ‘95 VW Events #2 - Aug- 
Nov, 5 events, 108 min, ‘95 VW Events #1 - Feb-June, 6 events, 115 
min, ‘95 Bad Camberg w/museum tours & the event, 128 min. Add 
$5 per order for shipping. Send $1 for our completely revised catalog 
of obsolete VW items. Melissa & Jerry Jess, 3121 East Yucca St, 
Phoenix, AZ 85028-2616. Phone & fax (602) 867-7672. 


Lost Highways is a club (1400 members), an archive and a glossy 
magazine devoted to life in wheels (trailers, motor homes, auto 
camping) 1920's to 1970’s. Sample issue $6, Groove satisfaction 
guaranteed! Lost Highways, PO Box 43737, Phila., PA 19106. (215) 
925-2568. 
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For Sale: Bus Body Parts: NOS left rear corner panel from roof to 
ground 23-window deluxe, $250. Restored gas tanks: Type 1 ‘62- 
‘67, $75 & $50. Bus pre-‘63, $60. German Bug Body: rear hood w/ 
light & handle *58-°63 (almost new), $75. Front hoods w/ handle, 
latch, VW emblem: ’63-*67 (almost new), $150 and ’62 only (semi- 
good) $80. Ghia front hood (almost new) - $55; pre-’62 hood hinges 
and holdup, $25; pre-’64 orig VW front hood chrome, $25; Repair 
Panels: ball joint beam shock tower, $20/pr, R inner rocker (late 
model), $15; smooth semaphores (excellent), $350/pair. Semaphore 
holder panels, $100/pair. Roof racks: Bug wood slat (restored), 
$500; steel NOS, $150; Type 3 steel roof rack, $60. Blaupunckt AM 
tube radio w/face plate & knobs, $225. 40hp F/A mufflers, $25. 
Porsche 356 Series wheels, correctly redone, $250/set of 5 or $60/ea. 
*75-°79 Bug steel sport wheels w/new center caps & lug bolt covers, 
correctly redone, $225/set of 4. “66-'67 Type 1 front brake drums, 
$30/pr. Split case crashbox transaxle, $300. Split case normal 
transaxle, $250. 1300cc engine case, $60. EMPI trim items—call. 
Restored steering wheels thru ‘71, $100 to $175. Early 36mm 
generator wrench flat steel stamping, $50. Vinyl tool bag kits 
complete, $35. Bug jacks (late style), $10. Toys & models, videos & 
more. REPRODUCTION: 100,000 km badge, $5.75 & 100,000 km/ 
St. Chris. set, $10.75. Large $0.55 postage SASE for list. Show 
delivery w/arrangements possibility. Jim (NEATOad2) Siegfried, 
5705 Gordon Dr.; Harrisburg, PA 17112. (717) 540-9972, eves 6- 
10pm EST 


Parts: Orig 15" wheels bead-blasted, nice white paint, $35/ea. Nice 
reproduction canvas to fit original hoops. (1) Crew orig. natural color 
8 oz. duck, grommets installed, $450. Many rust-free early f. doors. 
Single cab side gates OK shape mid-’60’s $200. (2) OEM NOS 
Owners manuals early ‘60's, perfect $35/ea. 1965 only NOS Owner’s 
Manual $50. ’64-‘67 pop top canvas w/screens, new-in-box $125. 
Rex (209) 742-6789. CA 


For Sale: Pre-’60 style inside cargo handles, metal $20/pr, chrome 
$15/ea. Other various handles avail. Pre-’60 Deluxe chrome & tan 
board sunvisor $40. Early Westy hatch pole $ hardware $40/all. °60 
bus wiper shafts $15/pr. Flat painted hub caps $25/4. Batwing steer 
wheel, poor cond. $45. Shipping extra. Call before 9:30pm Central 
time. Bernie, (918) 371-0516. Okla. 


For Sale: NOS left and right single cab side gates; one perfect, the 
other has two of the tilt hooks hacked off $500 firm. Bob, (716) 795- 
3569, or e-mail: BusNutBob@aol.com 


For Sale: Pop-top canvas, ‘64-’67, $135. ‘68-'73, new in box, $195. 
Seal, $29 (‘64-’67). ‘68-’73 seal, $55. Early bumper steps, $30 ea. 
Nice repro canvas to fit orig. hoops (Crew Cab), orig. natural color 
8 oz. duck, grommets installed, $450. Many rust free early doors, $70 
ea. Single Cab gates, OK shape, mid-’ 60s, $300. Orig. NOS owners 
manual, early “60s, perfect, $35. Orig. dealership style blue coveralls 
that say “VW Service” on back, $20, nice. Rex, (209) 742-6789. 
Merced, Calif. 


For Sale: Vintage Collection Trading Cards, engraved metal cards 
with beautiful images of vintage Type 2’s (ambulance, deluxe, 
Westfalia, fire truck, panel, single cab, high roof, with more to come). 
Highly collectible! Info: D G Enterprises; 43155 N. Sierra Hwy., 
Suite #24; Lancaster, CA 93534. (805) 945-5622. 


For Sale: Large inventory used & NOS ‘67 & earlier Bus parts. Also: 
panel replacement, rust repair, collision damage repair services 
offered. Call with needs & for tech advice. The Bus Stop; Charlie 
Hamill; P.O. Box 755, Westminster, CA 92683. (714) 892-5293. 


For Sale: Judson Supercharger. Complete w/original oil globe. 
Original instructions & papers. $600. Dave, (770) 813-8530. GA 


For Sale: Foxcraft fender skirt restoration parts, all prices postpaid: 
Excellent repro rubber “‘welting” (need about 5' per skirt), $2/ft; 
excellent repro attachment clips (custom fabbes bolt & wing nut, 
copy of orig., $28/set of 4 or $7.50 ea. Steve Mierz, P.O. Box 3353, 
Stony Creek, CT 06405, (203) 481-1930 (pls leave msg). E-mail: 
Foxcraft@aol.com 


For Sale: Limited prints, Beetle or Bus, artwork based on VW sales 
brochures. $9 ea. or both for $15. Also, frames 18” x 24”, matted 
(oak/cherry), only $29.95 ea. Mail check or money order to: C. 
Clougher; 3001 Shingle Springs Drive; Shingle Springs, CA 95682. 


For Sale: ‘68 camper interior pieces (cabinette, stool, fold out rear 
seat (bed), etc. All are in good condition. Can be seen at LIMBO 
event at Brookfield Orchard or by appt. No shipping, must pick up. 
(508) 867-9595. Mass. 


Tent: Big Westy tent, good shape, about 1-1/2 times bigger than 
Add-a-Room. Have all poles & room dividers. $500. Dane, (915) 
855-9706. 


For Sale: 36 HP motor parts, NOS & used. Also, Bug wood slat roof 
rack. Pete Mullin, (970) 245-0180. Grand Junction, Colo. 


For Sale: T1 53-55 taillights complete, $200. T3 Parts Manual, $65. 
*63 Distributor’s manual, $25. T4 Parts Manual, $10. T2 PARTS: 
*61 Instuction manual, $30. NOS front bumper guard 213707155A, 
$55. °56 pr Side window latches, $15. Front Deluxe bumper trim w/ 
rubber, $30. Early ‘60’s exhaust apron, $25. 1 NOS Bubble front 
door rubber, ’68-to-?, $15. °56 parcel tray $20. Scott Stothers (204) 
822-1437. 


1996 NEATO/Split Screen Van Club/Bulli-Kartei Calendars. 
We still have a handful left. Yes, the year is half over, but this 
collectible calendar will be a treasure forever (and there are no plans 
to produce another next year). $10.95 postpaid to US & Canada. 
Slightly more for postage overseas. NEATO; P.O. Box 4190; 
Albuquerque, NM 87196. (505) 268-2220. 


GERMAN AIR PRODUCTS reproduction rear bumper splash 
pans that fit between rear bumper and body! (910) 349-8562, or e- 
mail: vwmech65 @ vnet.net 


Deluxe Microbus Plastic Beading: Red, dark (velvet) green, light 
(turquoise) green, blue & black. Reproduced exactly as original to fit 
in beltline moulding. Send $25 check for 50 feet to: Craig Seabrook; 
14444 Watt Road; Novelty, OH 44072. (216) 338-5950. 


Your Mama's Bra Company 


Charles "Luke" Lukey 


Color Matched Bras For 1950 - 1967 VW Type II's 


7012 22nd Ave NW 

Seattle, WA 98117 

(206) 783-1779 FAX: (206) 783-8773 
Visa/Mastercard 
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“I Did My Bit and Saved a Split” window stickers. 2” x 11” stick- 
on-inside type. Blue letters on white with front view of a splitty. 
Produced by Split Screen Van Club in Great Britain. $3, postpaid. 
Make check payable to “NEATO.” NEATO; P.O. Box 4190; 
Albuquerque, NM 87196. (505) 268-2220. 


For Sale: '66-67 bus parts; rear cargo hatches, passenger door, some 
interior panels, glass, door & window latches, gauges, deluxe 
luggage rack pieces (jail bars), some deluxe trim, and lots of random 
small parts. 2 prs front seats (walk-thru), 1 white, 1 black. Also some 
Westy stuff. Dave, (802) 763-8450. Vermont. 


FREE VW Locator Service: We will find a buyer or sell your bus 


for FREE. Melissa & Jerry Jess; 3121 East Yucca St.; Phoenix, AZ 
85028. (602) 867-7672. 


Bus Rust Repair Panels: Our panels may cost a little more, but you 
can spend the money and time you'll save in body shop costs on the 
open road enjoying your bus! Our high quality, fitted panels LAST 
and require no major refabrication. Das Bulli Haus * 18 Ward Lane 
e North Franklin, CT 06254 + (860) 642-7242. 


Travel & Camp the Great Southwest—in the comfortable and 
easy-to-drive VW Camper. Airport pick-up. Friendly and knowl- 
edgeable staff. Roamin’ Holiday, VW Camper Rentals (Albuquer- 
que, Phoenix & Los Angeles): (800) 969-8040. 


Wanted: Starter motor, Bosch No. 0.001.208.006, 12v, ca. 1962- 
64. Functional or repairable. Contact Flash, fax: 49 (7261) 16031 
(Germany), or e-mail: 100640.145@compuserve.com 


Trade: 1967 Skillcraft 21' cabin cruiser for Bus or Transporter. 


Mark, (815) 455-2179. Ill. 


Trade: I will trade my ‘58 Bus for a *56-‘60 Bug. Bus is in good 
condition with minor dents, a dime-sized spot of rust on floor of cab 
s factory tint front windows, new master cylinder, wheel cyliders 
and pads. Has front bench seat, but needs interior, wiring harness, 


etc. Ed Gomez; 835 E. Vassar; Visalia, CA 95292. (209) 636-3011. 


Wanted: Unusual VW buses, bugs, trikes, etc. Mark, (815) 455- 
2179. Ul. 


Wanted: ‘66 or earlier camper. No projects please. It is fur Mes...sa 
& 1 to travel in. Jerry Jess, 3121 East Yucca, Phoenix, AZ 85028- 
2616. (602) 867-7672 


Wanted: Westfalia. Enough said, Will consider trading my 65 
Deluxe for the right one. Pete (201) 839-4074. NJ 


ENGINE, EXHAUST 
HEATING, STEERING 
HAND LEVER SYSTEM 
ACCESSORIES, BODY 


RESTORATION PARTS 
FOR BUG & BUS 1949—1967 


“IN STOCK” SINCE 1972 ELECTRICAL EQUIP. 


317 No. Victory Blvd. ¢ Burbank, CA 91502 
(818) 848-2833 ° FAX (818) 848-2863 
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Wanted: Walk-thru 21-23 Window w/ safari’s. Any year. No rust, 
small dents OK. I want a bus soon, please help! Dee, (303) 329-6213 
Denver, CO. 


Wanted: A Barndoor Deluxe in restorable condition. Prefer as rust 


free and complete as possible; may even consider a standard for the 
right price. Bob, (716) 795-3569, or e-mail: BusNutBob @ aol.com 


Wanted: Pre-’61 flat fender wells. Tao, (909) 794-5288. Calif. 


Wanted: Looking for a few good Campers: 1986 and newer 
Westfalias, anywhere in North America. Finders fee happily paid! 
Also, consider consigning your late-model Westfalia with us for 
rental income. Roamin’ Holiday, VW Camper Rentals (Albuquer- 
que & Phoenix): (800) 969-8040. 


Wanted: Double fold-down middle seat for ‘58 double-door 23- 
window (yes, cargo-doors on both sides!). Joe, (510) 475-0568. 
Union City, Calif. 


Wanted: I have 3 Porsche 356 wheels for TRADE only. Wheels are 
repainted silver with all hubcap clips. They are clean! Two Sunrad 
series dated 4/57 and one Lemerz series dated 12/67. Want two KZP 
series wheels, one must be dated 1963, in decent condition. Please, 
no pitted up, or bent wheels. Missing clips OK. Jim Siegfried, 5705 
Gordon Drive, Hbg., PA 17112. (717) 540-9972 eves. All inquiries 
answered. Pictures available. 


Wanted: Photos of and information on Barndoor era Single Cab 
pickups, photocopies of period dealership and sales literature. Thanks! 
David J. Glass; Box 266; Granum, Alberta. Canada TOL 1A0. 


Wanted: Good rear bumper, pre-’58. Also, 36 hp single tip muffler, 
NOS or very good. 36 hp Bus air cleaner, oval-window Bug wheel 
cylinders. Any VW literature, sales brochures, owners manuals, 
whole collections, and peace on Earth. Rex, (209) 742-6789. Calif. 


Wanted: Looking for 411 rear tail lites (Euro), bumper. Darrel, 
(910) 349-8562, or e-mail: vwmech65 @ vnet.net 


Wanted: Any interior part for “67 Single Cab, and literature. Johnny, 
(206) 946-8406. Wash. 


Wanted: Pre-‘62 Crew Cab or Barndoor, mechani-als ici impor- 
tant. Mike & Dawn, (847) 985-9233. Ill. 


Wanted: 21-window Deluxe in good shape. David, (970) 453-6509. 
Colo. 


Air-Cooled Volkswagon Specialist 


Complete service for air-cooled VW's 
including: engine rebuilding, case align-boring, brakes, exhaust, 
tune-ups, electrical, glass and bodywork 
The Doctor Makes House Calls Driveway Diagnosis Available 


(503) 375-DRVW (3789) 


4030 Turner Rd. Bidg. B ¢ Salem, Oregon 97301 


Wanted: 560 x 15 Continental tire; Continental metal rack that holds 
tire & wheel for display. Jerry, (602) 867-7672. Phoenix, Ariz. 


Wanted: Interior pieces for Barndoor Deluxe; front floormat, coffee 
can air cleaner, front seat. Also tent for a °67 Westy including 
aluminum groove. Todd (916) 961-2848 or (916) 631-3650 or email: 
olmstead @calweb.com 


Wanted: Parts, literature and info for °54 Single cab restoration. 
Looking for Barndoor brake parts, rubber, dash pod, etc. Matthew 
Noe, (505) 982-5435. NM 


Wanted: Orig. camel brown door panels all set or any pieces in good 
shape for 60 Standard, Mango Green bench seat. Collects OK. I 
have some parts to trade, too. (Ex. metal roof rack, etc.) Manabu, 
(415) 965-0542. Calif. 


Wanted: 6.40-15 Continental bus tires for an all original bus, 
(original spares?). Westy tents, wood slat roof racks, door panels 
(front) from Kombi, Panels, or any commercials. Grey color with 
pocket and screw attachment to doors, VW safaris, 40hp Bastard 
motor. Will pay top dollar for any of these items. I'll beat anyone’s 
price. Trades also. Todd, (419) 531-2954. OH 


Wanted: Orig grey salt ‘n pepper middle seat (full size, fall down), 
rear seat, and front (full size) for °65 13-window deluxe blue/white. 


Will pay top dollar. Collect calls OK. Manabu (415) 965-0542. CA 


Wanted: NOS to v. nice usable rubber body to window seals for 
around ’65-’67 Westy jalousie windows. Any leads on replacement 
sources will be appreciated. Also looking for NOS to v. nice grey 
mats for above doglegs (inside front doors). (602) 224-8085 e-mail: 
jim@ Idc.com 


Wanted: For European *64 21 window Deluxe: complete sunroof 
hardware, European speedometer (km/hr), select interior body pan- 
els, 6v starter & solenoid, 2 AL3+ body trim for rockers, jail bars, 
rubber for under front seats, set of European taillights (amber & red), 
European license plates, set of ambulance fans, roof rack. Jonathan, 
(408) 644-7201. 


Wanted: Sundial name plate for my °65 camper. Also any info or 
literature on Sundials. I would like to start a Sundial registry. All 
those interested call Rick, (314) 488-5256. 


Wanted: Round style mirrors & arms for right & left front doors and 
a set if side cargo doors in good (rust free) condition, for a ’67 bus. 
Mark, (206) 883-3704 


Wanted: Looking for a 70’s-80’s Transporter or Bus or Vanagon at 
a reasonable price w/ auto trans. & A/C a must. Good running order, 
good body—no rust. Must be air cooled. H.E. Blair, PO Box 2222, 
Palatka, FL 32178. (904) 328-7663. 


Bus Needed (Not Wanted): Going through withdrawals. Need to 
replace my 21-23 window sunroof van. Prefer solid, rust free, mostly 
original, but will consider anything. Gary, (805) 239-8815. or e- 
mail: gblack@monterey.k12.ca.us 


Wanted: Vanagon Westy camper in good cond. The newer the 
better. Standard transmission preferred. Ed, (860) 350-1128 or 
email: banjosol @ aol.com 


NEATO STUFF 


Volkswagen Transporter Workshop Manual, 1963-1967, 
Type 2, by Volkswagen United States. Newly republished 
by Robert Bentley, Inc. Reprint of original repair informa- 
tion for all Type 2 models sold in USA and Canada. Compre- 
hensive illustrations and procedures for routine mainte- 
nance, troubleshooting, repair and rebuilding. 918 pages, 
with 1,450 figures, illustrations and diagrams. Softcover, 8- 
3/8" x 11". $79.95, plus $7. shipping/handling. (Canada 
airmail: add $13; overseas airmail: add $45—otherwise, 
Manual will be sent surface mail.) 


VW Transporter/Bus 1949-1967, by Walter Zeichner (En- 
glish translation of original book). Covers origin and devel- 
opment of VW Transporter, with technical information, 
contemporary advertisements, etc. Many photos, | 1 pages in 
color. Hard cover, 10 1/2" x 7 5/8". 96 pages. $19.95, plus 
$3.55 post/handling. (Canada, add $6.55 post/handling. 
Overseas, add $15.05 post/handling. Sent airmail.) 


Volkswagen Bus/Camper/Van, 1954-1967. Articles on 
Microbus, Camper, Station Wagon, Devon Caravette, and 
others. 100 pages. Soft cover. $15.95, plus $3.50 shipping. 
(Canada, add $5.05 post/handling. Overseas, add $9.05 post/ 
handling. Sent airmail.) 


"VW-Transporter": A recent reprint of the first bus bro- 
chure published in Germany in 1950. 9 pages of black & 
white photos of the earliest Type 2's. $4 each, postpaid. 


Other Stuf, 


NEATO window stickers—No Splitty should be without 
one! One: $1; Three: $2; Five: $3. Please specify either 
Blue on White, Green on White, or Red on White (or a mix 
thereof). Also in stock: stick-on-outside stickers (great for 
bumpers!). 


NEATOT-Shirts—Show your club colors! "Ask Me About 
My Type 2" (Todd Schneider design) 100% cotton shirts 
with small NEATO logo on front, large graphic on back. 
They're neat-o! L, XL & XXL sizes available. $10 each, plus 
$3.50 post & handling. (Canada & overseas, add $5.50 ea.) 


Please make your check payble to NEATO, and in US funds, 
drawn on a US bank. Mail to: 


NEATO STUFF 
22 East Walnut Street 
Westerville, OH 43081 


OLD BUS REVIEW, MAY/JUNE 1996 PAGE 23 


Wanted: Orig. rear seats for my ‘66 Deluxe, tan, mint condition. 


Tom, (216) 951-6049. Ohio. 


Wanted: Notchback ’62, 63, 64, 65, sunroof or hardtop OK. Some 
rust OK, no crunch jobs, please. No running gear OK, too. Simon, 


(209) 464-3205. Calif. 


rack. Kimberly, (813) 345-6970. Fla. 


Wanted: Rear quarter panel for ‘63 Bus (pass. side), full length roof 


Wanted: Window washer bottle screw cap for ‘67 Westy. Will pay 
fair price. Mike, (910) 256-9125. N.C. 


BRITISH COLUMBIA 
Bulli Boys Transporter Klub 
304-257 East Keith Road 


Barry Guscott: (604) 734-7383 
Kevin Thornton: (604) 985-0093 


ONTARIO 
Southern Ontario Splits (SOS) 
Michelle & Dave Underwood 
5 Rectory Street 
London, Ontario NSZ 1Z6 CANADA 
(519) 432-4958 


ARIZONA 
Southwest Association 
of Transporter Owners (SWATO) 
Kent Thorpe 
P.O. Box 24151; Tempe, AZ 85285 
(602) 917-5714 


CALIFORNIA 
Bay Area Transporter Association 
193 Church Street 
Mountain View, CA 94041 
Brian Gomez: (415) 968-9649 
Greg Mattson: (415) 988-8698 


Box On Wheels 
129 Augustino Road, #B 
San Gabriel, CA 91776 
Tony Koch: (818) 246-0385 
Daniel Lewis: (800., 309-4560 


The Sacramento Samba Society 
Dean Anderson 


(916) 631-3650 


The Split Bus Club 
Gary Morgan 


(510) 724-0470 


Vintage Transporter Owners 
Johnny Salazar 
2292 Nice Ave.; Mentone, CA 92359 
(909) 389-9477 


XK 


North Vancouver, B.C. V7L 1V4 CANADA 


P.O. Box 417454; Sacramento, CA 95841 


2452 O'Hatch Drive; San Pablo, CA 94806 


FLORIDA 
Das Kool Bullis 
Mike Brown 
1698 Nantucket Court 
Palm Harbor, FL 34683-6436 
(813) 733-4318 


GEORGIA 
Peach State Transporters 
Allen Becker 
3738 Lockerbie Lane 
Powder Springs, GA 30073 
(770) 943-3491 


MARYLAND 
Mid-Atlantic Micros 
Emmett Goldsborough 
102 East Baltimore Street 
Taneytown, MD 21787 
(410) 756-6134 


MISSOURI 
Kansas City Kombis 
Pinkney Newell 
4712 N.W. 80th 
Kansas City, MO 64151 
(816) 587-2838 


NEW MEXICO 
Route 66 Splits 
Cletus Riedel 


P.O. Box 695; Cedar Crest, NM 87008 


(505) 281-3269 


NORTH CAROLINA 
Appalachian Split Screens 
Neil Pickett 
38 Center Street 
Candler, NC 28715 
(704) 665-1650 


Piedmont Area Society of 


Transporters & VWs (PAST VWs) 


Darrel Combs 
3121 Wentworth Street 
Reidsville, NC 27320 

(910) 349-8562 


OKLAHOMA 


T-Town Transporters, aka The Bus Heads 


Bernie Champon 
12910 N. Memorial Drive 
Collinsville, OK 74021 
(918) 371-0516 


OREGON 
Flat Four Transporters 
Burt Reif 
2019 SE Hemlock Avenue 
Portland, OR 97214 
(503) 235-9219 


TENNESSEE 
Tennessee Transporters 
Billy Montiel 
2180 Winding Path Drive 
Memphis, TN 38133 
(901) 377-8235 


TEXAS 


Lone Star Transporter Association 


Dennis Wilson 
P.O. Box 584 
Princeton, TX 75407 
(800) 685-0619 


VIRGINIA 
Middle Eastern Bullis 
Jason Reffett 
$409 Trumpet Vine Court 
Virginia Beach, VA 23462 
(804) 490-4813 


WASHINGTON 
Cascade Kombis 
Andy Caro 
2444 Soundview Drive 
Bainbridge Island, WA 98110 
(206) 842-0711 


Spokane Split Screens 
Greg Lambert 
1618 North Atlantic 
Spokane, WA 99205 
(509) 327-5704 


For Information on Starting a NEATO Chapter, Please Contact: 
Gary Morgan, Chapter Coordinator; P.O. Box 190; Pinole, CA 94564 Telephone: (510) 724-0470 


% 
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